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OBSERVATIONS. 
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THIS tragedy, though it is called the Life and Death of this prince, 
| compriſes, at moſt, but the laſt eight years of his time; for it 
opens with George duke of Clarence being clapped up in the Tower, 
which happened in the beginning of the year 1477; and cloſes with the 
death of Richard at Boſworth field, which battle was fought on the 22d 
of Auguſt, in the year 1485. THEOBALD. | | 
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It appears that ſeveral dramas on the preſent ſubject had been written 
before Shakſpeare attempted it. This play was firſt entered at Sta- 
tioners' Hall by Andrew Wiſe, Oct. 20, 1597, under the title of The 
Tragedie of King Richard the Third, with the Death of the Duke of 
Clarence. Before this, viz. Aug. 15th, 1586, was entered, 4 Tagical 
report of King Richard the Third, a Ballad. It may be neceflary to 
remark that the words, ſong, ballad, book, enterlude and play, were 
often ſynonymoully uſed. STEEVENS. 7 
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This play was written, I imagine, in the ſame year in which it was 
firſt printed, — 1597. The Legendof King Richard III. by Francis Seagars, 
was printed in the firſt edition of The Mirrour for Magiſtrates, 1559, 
and in that of 1575, and 1587, but Shakſpeare does not appear to be 
indebted to it. In a ſubſequent edition of that book printed in 1610, 
the old legend was omitted, and a new one inſerted, by Richard 

Nichols, who has very freely copied the play before us. In 1597, 
when this tragedy was publiſhed, Nichols, as Mr. Warton has obſerved, | 5 
| was but thirteen years old. H. of Poetry, Vol. III. p. 267. 4 
[ The real length of time in this piece is fourteen years; (not eight 
years, as Mr. Theobald ſuppoſed;) for the ſecond ſcene commences 
with the funeral of King Henry VI. who, according to the received | | 
account, was murdered on the 21ſt of May, 1471. The impriſon- 4 
ment of Clarence, which is repreſented previouſly in the firſt ſcene, did 
not in fact take place till 147 7-8. | 
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OBSERVATIONS. ili 

It has been ſince obſerved to me by Mr. Elderton, (who is of opinion 
that Richard was charged with this murder by the Lancaſtrian hiſtorians 
without any foundation, ) that “ it appears on the face of the publick 
accounts allowed in the exchequer for the maintenance of King Henry 
and his numerous attendants in the Tower, that he lived to the 12th 
of June, which was twenty-two days after the time aſſigned for his 
pretended aſſaſſination; was expoſed to the publick view in St. Paul's 


for ſome days, and interred at Chertſey with much ſolemnity, and at 
no inconſiderable expence,”” MaALoNE, ; 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


— WET "OP 


King EDward the Fourth. 


EDWARD, Prince of Wales, afterwards 


King Edward V. Poms to the king, 

Ric HARD, Duke of York, 02 

GEORGE, Duke of Clarence, 

RIc HARD, Duke of Gloſter, afer- Brother to the Ike. 
wards King Richard III. 

A young ſon of Clarence. 

HENRY, Earl of Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII. 

Cardinal BOURCHIER, Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 

THOMAS ROTHERAM, Rs * Johx Mor- 

TON, Biſbop of Ely. 

Duke of BUCKINGHAM. 

Duke of NoRFOLK: Earl of SURREY, bis ſon. 

Earl RIVERS, Brother to King Edward's Queen: 


Marquis of DORSET, and Lord GRE, her ſons. 


Earl of OXFORD. Lord HasTiNGs. Lord STANLEY, 
Lord LOVEL. | 

Sir THOMAS VAUGHAN, Sir Ricuary RATCLIFF, 

Sir WILLIAM CATESBY. Sir JAMES TxRREL. 

Sir JamEs BLOUNT. Sir WALTER HERBERT. 

Sir ROBERT BRAKENBURY, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, @ Prieſt. Another Prieſt, 


Lord Mayor ff London. eri of Wiltſhire, 


ELIZABETH, Queen of King Edward IV. 

MARGARET, widow of King Henry VI. 

Ducheſs of VORk, mother to King Edward IV. Clarence, 
and Gloſter. . 


5 Lady ANNE, widow of Edward Prince of Wales, ſon to 


King Henry VI.; afterwards married to the Duke of 
Gloſter. | 
A young daughter ef Clarence. | 


| Lords, and other Attendants ; two Gentlemen, a 3 


Scrivener, Citizens, Murderers, Maſſengers, E, Sol- 
diers, Sc. 
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KING RICHARD III. 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 


— — 


London. A Street. 


Enter GLos TER. 


Glaſter. 
"OW is the winter of our diſcontent 
Made glorious ſummer by this ſun of Vork; 
And all the clouds, that lower*d upon our houſe, 


In the deep boſom of the ocean bury*'d. 
Nov are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 


Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our ſtern alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures. 


 Grim-viſag'd war hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled front; 


And now,—inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries, — 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 


| To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute. 


But I,——that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glaſs ; 

I, that am rudely ſtamp'd, and want love's majeſty, 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diſſembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 
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And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 


As I am ſubtle, falſe, and treacherous, 


Brother, good day : What means this armed guard, 


He ſhould, for that, commit your godfathers : — 


$-: KING RICHARD III. AX 


Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up, 
And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 

That dogs bark at me, as J halt by them; 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to paſs away the time; 

Unleſs to ſpy my ſhadow in the ſun, 


And deſcant on mine own deformity : | | e 
And therefore, — ſince I cannot prove a lover, f ; 
Jo entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken days,— EI, | 


I am determined to prove a villain, 


By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 


To ſet my brother Clarence, and the king, 
In deadly hate the one againſt the other : | = 
And, if king Edward be as true and juſt, | 


This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew'd vp 4 

About a prophecy, which ſays—that G 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer ſhall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my ſoul ! here Clarence comes. 


Enter CLARENCE, guarded, and BRAKENBURY. 


That waits upon your grace ? 
Clar, | 5 His majeſty, 

Tendering my perſon” s ſafety, hath appointed 

This conduct to convey me to the n. 
Glo. Upon what cauſe? 1 
. Becauſe my name is— George. 
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours; 


O, belike, his majeſty hath ſome intent, 
| | That 
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That you ſhall be new chriſten'd in the Tower. 

But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know? _ 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for, I proteſt, 
As yet I do not : But, as I can learn, 

He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams; 

And from the croſs-row plucks the letter G, 

And fays—a wizard told him, that by G 

His iſſue diſinherited ſhould be; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought, that I am he : 

Theſe, as I learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, 

Have mov'd his highneſs to commit me now. 

Glo, Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women: — 
*Tis not the king, that ſends you to the Tower; 3 
My lady Grey his wife, Clarence, tis the, 

That tempers him to this extremity. : 

Was it not ſhe, and that good man of worſhip, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there, 

That made him ſend lord Haſtings to the Tower; 
From whence this preſent day be is deliver'd ? 

We are not fate, Clarence, we are not ſafe. 

Clar. By heaven, I think, there 1s no man ſecure, 
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and miſtreſs Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble ſuppliant 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his delivery? 

Sb. Humbly complaining to her deity 

Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I'll tell you what, —I think, it is our way, 

If we will keep in favour with the king, 

To be her men, and wear her livery : 

The jealous o' er- worn widow, and herſelf, 

Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 
Are e mighty genre! in this monarchy. 


B 2 Brat. 


A 

4 | © KING RICHARD It. Act i 
Brak. T beſeech your graces both to pardon ez. LS 
His majelty hath ſtraitly given in charge, f f 


That no man ſhall have private conference, 

Of what degree ſoever, with his brother. 

Slo. Even ſo? an pleaſe your worſhip, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 
We ſpeak no treaſon, man ;—We ſay, the king 
Is wiſe, and virtucus ; and his noble queen 
Well ſtruck in years; fair, and not jealous :—= 
We ſay, that Shore” s wife hath a pretty foot, | 
A cherry lip, 
A bonny eye, a paſſing pleaſing tongue; 

And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How ſay you, ſir? can you deny all this? 

Brak, With this, my lord, myſelf have nought to do. 
| Glo. Naught to do with miſtreſs Shore? I tell thee, 
ö i" fellow, l 
10 He that doth naught with her excepting one, 5 
N Were beſt to d6 it ſecretly, alone. . 
| j | Brat. What one, my lord? 
lf 

' 


Glo. Her huſband, knave :—Would'{ thou betray n me? 
Brat. I beſeech your grace to pardon me; and withal, E 


—_ 
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. . Forbear your conference with the noble duke, | | + 

. : Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will g 

| obey. | ? 

| Glo, We are the queen's abjects, and muſt obey. g 

| Brother, farewell: I will unto the king; ; 

| And what ſoe'er you will employ me in, 
{ 


— — — Ge Ion 


Were it, to call king Edward's eee 
J will perform it, to enfranchiſe you. 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know, it pleaſeth neither of us well. © 


Glo, Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long ; 
I will 
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; 1 will deliver you, or elſe lie for you : 
Mean time, have patience. 
Clar. I muſt perforce; farewell. 

I Exeunt CLARENCE, BRAKENBURY, and Guard, 
Glo. Go, tread the path that thou ſhalt ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence !—T do love thee ſo, 

That I will ſhortly ſend thy ſoul to heaven, 
If heaven will take the preſent at our hands. 
But who c comes here ? the new-deliver'd Haſtings ? 


Enter Hievines, 


Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious lord! 

Glo, As much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordſhip brook*d impriſonment ? 

Haſt. With patience, noble lord, as priſoners mult ; 
But I ſhall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and ſo ſhall Clarence too ; 
| For they, that were your enemies, are his, 

And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Haſt. More pity, that the eagle ſhould be mew'd, 
| While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Haff. No news ſo bad abroad, as this at home; 

The king is ſickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his phyſicians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by faint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 

O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 

And over-much conſum'd his royal perſon; 

*Tis very grievous to be thought * 

What, is he in his bed? | 

Haſt. „„ . 
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Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. 
[Exit HASTINGS, 

He cannot live, I kgs and muſt not die, | 
Till George be pack'd with poſthorſe up to heaven. 
I'Il in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well ſteel'd with weighty arguments; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngeſt daughter: 
What though I kill'd her huſband, and her father? 
The readieſt way to make the wench amends, | 


Is to become her huſband, and her father 2 


The which will I ; not all ſo much for love, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, : 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto, 

But yet I run before my horſe to market: 

Clarence {till breathes ; Edward ſtill lives, and reigns ; ; 


When they are _ then muſt I count my * [Exit, 


SCENE II. 


The ſame. Another Street, 


Enter the corpſe of King HENRY the Sixth, borne in an 


open coffin, Gentlemen bearing albern, to guard it; and 
Lady ANNE as mourner. 


Anne. Set down, ſet down your 8 load, 
If honour may be ſhrouded in a hearſe,. 
Whilſt I a while obſequiouſly lament 


The untimely fall of virtuous Lancafter,- 


Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 
| Pale 
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Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſter ! 

Thou bloodleſs remnant of that royal blood ! 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghoſt, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy ſlaughter'd ſon, 
Stabb'd by the {elf-ſame hand that made theſe wounds! 
Lo, in theſe windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpleſs balm of my poor eyes :— 

O, curſed be the hand, that made theſe holes! 
Curſed the heart, that had the heart to do it! 
Curſed the blood, that let this blood from hence! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives! 

Tf ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
Whoſe ugly and unnatural aſpect _ 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view; 

And that be heir to his unhappineſs ! 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee !— 
Come, now, toward Chertſey with your holy load » 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there 

And, ſtill as you are weary of the weight, 

Reſt you, whiles I lament king Henry's corſe. 


LT. he bearers take up the corpſe, and advance, 


Euter GLOSTER. 


615. Stay you, that bear the corſe, and ſet it down. 
Anne, What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 


B 4 | Glo, 
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Glo. Villains, ſet down the corſe; or, by faint Paul, 


I'll make a corſe of him that difobeys. 


1 Gent, My lord, ſtand back, and let the coffin paſs. 
Glo. Unmanner'd dog! ſtand thou when I command: 


Advance thy halberd higher than my breaſt, 


Or, by faint Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my foot, 


And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 


[The bearers ſet down the coffin. 
Anne, What, do you tremble? are you all afraid ? 


Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 


And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil, — 


Avaunt, thou dreadful miniſter of hell! 


Thou had*ſt but power over his mortal body, 
His foul thou canſt not have; therefore, be gone. 
Glo. Sweet ſaint, for charity, be not ſo curſt. 
Anne. Foul devil, for God's ſake, hence, and trouble 
us not; 
For thou haſt made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill'd it with curſing cries, and deep exclaims, 
If thon delight to view thy heinous deeds, 


Behold this pattern of thy butcheries :— 


O, gentlemen, ſee, ſee! dead Henry's wounds 

Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afreſh !— 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul deformity ; 

For 'tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells ; ; 
Thy deed, inhuman, and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge moſt unnatural.— | 

O God, which this blood mad'ſt, revenge his death! 
O earth, which this blood drink'ſt, revenge his death! 


Either, heaven, with lightning ſtrike the murderer dead, 


Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick; 
As thou doſt ſwallow up this good king's blood, 
Which his hell- govern'd arm hath butchered ! 


* 
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Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings for curſes. 
Anne, Villain, thou know'ſt no law of God nor man; 
No beaſt fo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. | 
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt, 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth! 
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are ſo angry.— 
Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed evils, to give me leave, 


By circumſtance, but to acquit myſelf. 


Anne. Vouchſafe, diffus'd infection of a man, 
For theſe known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed ſelf. 
Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe myſelf. _ 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thes, thou canſt 
make 


No excuſe current, but to AE thyſelf. . 


Glo, By ſuch deſpair, I ſhould accuſe myſelf. 
Anne. And, by deſpairing, ſhalt thou ſtand excus'd ; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyſelf, 


That didſt unworthy ſlaughter upon others, 


Glo. Say, that I flew them not ? 

Anne. | Why then, they are not RS Þ : 
But dead they are, and, deviliſh flave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your huſband. | 

Anne. Why, then he 1s alive, 
Glo. Nay, he! is dead; and ſlain by Edward's hand. | 

Anne, In thy ſoul's throat thou heſt ; queen Margaret 

ſaw 


Thy murderous faulchion ſmoking in his blood ; 


The which thou once didſt bend againſt her breaſt, 
But that thy brothers beat aſide the point. 
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Ch. T was provoked by her ſland'rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltleſs ſhoulders. 
Anne. Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries ; 
Didſt thou not kill this king? 
Glo, 7 * mou ye. 
Anne. Doft grant me, hedge- hog ? chen, God grant me 
r | 


Thou may'ſt be damned for that wicked deed ! 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 


Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath him. 
Arne. He is in heaven, where thou ſhalt never come. 
Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to ſend him thither 
For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell. 
Glo. Yes, one place elſe, if 1280 will hear me name it. 
Anne. Some dungeon. 
CG. Lour bedchamber. 
Anne, Il reſt betide the chamber where thou lieſt! 
Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 
Anne. I hope ſo. 
Glo. I know ſo.—But, gentle lady Anne, — 
To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall ſomewhat into a ſlower method ;— - 
Is not the cauſer of the timeleſs deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 


As blameful as the executioner ? 


Anne. Thou waſt the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd effect. 
Glo. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my ſleep, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one hour in your ſweet boſom, 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Theſe nails ſhould rend that beauty from my cheeks, 

| | Glo. 
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600. Theſe eyes could not endure that beauty” s wreck 3 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by: 
As all the world is cheered by the ſun, 
So I by that; it is my day, my life. | 
Anne, Black night o'erſhade thy day, and death thy life! 
Glo. Curſe not thyſelf, fair creature ; thou art both, 
Anne, I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee, 
Glo. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
'To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee, 
Anne, It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my huſband. 
Gl. He that bereft thee, lady, of oo huſband, 
Did it to help thee to a better huſband. 
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 
Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he could. 
Anne. Name him. 
Olo. | Plantagrnet. . 
Anne. e that was he. 
Glo. The felf-ſame name, but one of better nature. 
Anne. Where is he? 
Glo. Here: [She ite at bim.] Why a0 
thou ſpit at me? 
Anne. Would it were mortal poiſon, for thy ſake! 
Glo. Never came poiſon from ſo ſweet a place. 
Anne. Never hung poiſon on a fouler toad. 
Out of my ſight ! thou doſt infe&t mine eyes. 
Glo. Thine eyes, ſweet lady, have infected mine. 
Anne, Would they were baſiliſks, to ſtrike thee dead! 
Slo. I would they were, that I might die at once; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Thoſe eyes of thine from mine have drawn ſalt tears, 
Sham'd their aſpects with ftore of childiſh drops: 
Theſe eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful tear, — 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
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To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac'd Clifford ſhook his ſword at him: 


Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 


Told the fad ſtory of my father's death; | 
And twenty times made pauſe, to ſob, and weep, 
That all the ſtanders-by had wet their cheeks, 


Like trees bedaſh'd with rain : in that ſad time, 


My manly eyes did ſcorn an humble tear; 


And what theſe ſorrows could not thence exhale, 


Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 


I never ſu'd to friend, nor enemy; 


My tongue could never learn ſweet ſoothing nord; 

But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 

_y proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to Wenk. 
[She looks ſcornfully at bim. 

Teach not thy lip ſuch ſcorn ; for it was made 

For kiſſing, lady, not for ſuch contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo! here I lend thee this ſharp- pointed ſword ; 

Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breaſt, 


And let the ſoul forth that adoreth thee, 
J lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 


And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breaſt open; ſhe offers at it with his ſword. 
Nay, do not pauſe; for I did kill king Henry ;— - 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 


| * now deſpatch: *twas I that ſtabb'd young Edward ;— 


[She again offers at his bref. 


But r. twas thy heavenly face that ſet me on. 


[She lets fall the ſword. 
Take up the ſword again, or take up me. 
Anne. Ariſe, diſſembler; though I with thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 
Glo. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will do it. 
Anne, 
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Anne, L have already. ä 

Glo. Ih hat was in thy rage: 
Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love, 


Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 


To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 
Anne, I would, I knew thy heart. 


ns | Tis figur'd i in 
My tongue. 
Anne. I fear me, both are falſe. 
„„ | Then man 
Was never true. 
Anne. Well, well, put up your ſword. 
Glo. Say then , "ey peace is made, | 
Anne. That ſhall you know 
Hereafter. 985 
Gl, But mall 1 live i in hope? 3 
Anne. AN . 
T hope, live ſo. 
Gh. Vouchſafe to wear this ring. 


Anne. To take, is not to give. [She puts on the ring. 
Gh. Look, how this ring encompaſſeth thy finger, 
Even ſo thy breaſt encloſeth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted ſervant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doſt confirm his happineſs for ever. 
Anne. What is it? 
Glo. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad deſigns 


To him that hath more cauſe to be a mourner, 
And preſently repair to Croſby-place : 


Where—after I have ſolemnly interr'd, 


At Chertſey monaſt'ry, this noble king, 


And wet his grave with my repentant tears. 
| | I will 
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I will with all expedient duty ſee you: 
For divers unknown reaſons, I beſeech you, 
Grant me this boon. 
Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent.— 
Treſſel, and Berkley, 90 along with me. 
Glo. Bid me farewell. 
Anne. "Tis more than you deferve 3 
But, ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewell already. 
[Exeunt Lady ANNE, Treflel, and Berkley. 
Glo. Take up the corſe, firs. 
Gen. Towards Chertſey, noble lord ? 
Slo. 1 to White Fryars; there attend my coming. 
[Exeunt the reſt, with the corſe. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? | 
Was ever woman in this humour won? 
I'll have her,—but I will not keep her long. 
What! I, that kill'd her huſband, and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremeſt hate; 
With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of her hatred by ; 
With God, her conſcience, and theſe bars inf me, 
And I no friends to back my ſuit withal, 
But the plain devil, and diſſembling looks, 
And yet to win her,—all the world to nothing! 
Ha! 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom I, ſome three months ſince, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewkſbury ? 
A ſweeter and a lovelier gentleman,— 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Voung, valiant, wiſe, and, no doubt, "he royal, 
The ſpacious world cannot again afford: 


And 


4 SHER 
WA 


«A * 
5 
7 
. 
23 
2 


3 24 CARE 9 Is 
5 Vo; "BP cranes 8 
ee e tn 


e i. KING RICHARD II. 


And will ſhe yet abaſe her eyes on me, 

That cropp'd the golden prime of this ſweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whoſe all not equals Edward's moſety ? 
On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus ? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do miſtake my perſon all this while: 

Upon my life, ſhe finds, although I cannot, 
Myſelf to be a marvellous proper man. 

I'll be at charges for a looking-glaſs ; 

And entertain a ſcore or two of tailors, 

To ſtudy faſhions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, 

I will maintain it with ſome little coſt. 

But, firſt, I'll turn yon” fellow in his grave; 
And then return lamenting to my love, — 
Shine out, fair ſun, till I have bought a glaſs, 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as I paſs, | Exit. 


SCENE III. 
' The ſame. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Queen ELIZAnRE TN, Lord RIVERS, and Lord Get v. 


Rive Have patience, madam; there's no doubt, his 
majeſty | 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtom'd health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worſe ; 
Therefore, for God's ſake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q: Eliz. If he were dead, what would betide of me? 

Grey. No other harm, but loſs of ſuch a lord. 

2, Eliz. The loſs of ſuch a lord includes all harms. 

3 | Grey, 
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Grey. The heavens have bleſs'd you with a goodly ſon, 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. | 
9. Eliz. Ah, he is young; and his minority 
Is put unto the truſt of Richard Gloſter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Rid. Is it concluded, he ſhall be protector? 
Q: Eliz. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 
But ſo it muſt be, if the king miſcarry. 


Enter BUCKINGHAM and STANLEY. 


_ Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace! 
Stan. God make your majeſty joyful as you have been ! 
9. Eliz. The counteſs Richmond, good my lord of 
Stanley, 


To your good prayer will ſcarcely ſay amen. 
Vet, Stanley, notwithſtanding ſhe's your wife, 


And loves not me, be you, good lord, aſſur'd, 


L hate not you for her proud arrogance, 


Stan. I do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious ſlanders of her falſe accuſers; 


Or, if ſhe be accus'd on true report, 


Bear with her weakneſs, which, I think, proceeds 
From way ward ſickneſs, and no grounded malice. 
2, Elix. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley ? 
Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
Are come from viſiting his majeſty. 
9. Eliz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords ? 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace ſpeaks cheerfully. 
Q: Elix. God grant him health! Did you confer with 
him? = 
Buck. Ay, madam : he deſires to make atonement 
Between the duke of Gloſter and your brothers, 
| And 
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And between them and my lord chamberlain; ; 
And ſent to warn them to his royal preſence. | 
2: Elix. Would all were well !—But that will never 
bez | 
I fear, our happineds i 15 at the * 


Enter oer HASTINGS, and DORSET. 


Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it 
Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forſooth, am ſtern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with ſuch diſſentious rumours. 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and ſpeak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apiſh courteſy, 
I muſt be held a rancorous enemy. | 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 
But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abus'd 
By ſilken, fly, infinuating Jacks? 
Sr. To whom in all this preſence ſpeaks your grace? 
Glo. To thee, that haſt nor honeſty, nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ?— 
Or thee ?—or thee ?—or any of your faction? 
A plague upon you all! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preſerve better than you would wiſh !— 


Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing-while, 


But you muſt trouble him with lewd complaints. 

9. Eli. Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake the matter f 
The king, of his own royal diſpoſition, 
And not provok'd by any ſuitor elſe; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your out ward action ſhows itſelf, 
Againſt my children, brothers, and myſelf, 
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Makes him to ſend; that thereby he may gather 


The ground of your ill-will, and fo remove it. 
Glo. I cannot tell ;—The world is grown ſo bad, 


That wrens may prey where eagles dare not per ch: 


Since every Jack became a gentleman, 


There's many a gentle perſon made a Jack. 


2 Eliz. Come, come, we know your nin brother 
Gloſter; | 


You envy my advancement, and my friends ; 


God grant, we never may have need of you ! 
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of you: 
Our brother is impriſon'd by your means, 
Myſelf diſgrac'd, and the nobility _ 
Held in contempt; while great promotions 


Are daily given, to enoble thoſe 


'That ſcarce, ſome two days ſince, were worth a noble. 
9. Eliz, By Him, that rais'd me to this careful height 

From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 

I never did incenſe his majeſty 

Againſt the duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earneſt advocate to plead for him. 


My lord, you do me thameful injury, 


Falſely to draw me in theſe vile ſuſpects. 
Glo. You may deny that you were not the cauſe 
Of my lord Haſtings' late impriſonment. | 
Riv. She may, my lord; for | 
Glo. She may, lord Rivers ?—why, who knows not ſo? 
She may do more, fir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe honours on your high deſert, 
What may ſhe not ? She may,—ay, marry, may ſhe,— 
Riv, What, marry, may ſhe? 
Glo. What, marry, may ſhe ? marry with a king, 
7 | A bachelor, 
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A bachelor, a handſome ſtripling too : _ 
I wis, your grandam had a worſer match. 
9. Eliz. My lord of Gloſter, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffs: 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majeſty, 
Of thoſe groſs taunts I often have endur'd. 


I had rather be a country ſervant-maid, 
Than a great queen, with this condition— 


To be ſo baited, ſcorn'd, and ſtormed at: 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 


Enter Queen MARGARET, behind. 


9, Mar. And leſſen'd be that imall, God, 1 beſeech 
thee ! | 
Thy honour, ſtate, and ſeat, is due to me. 
Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the king? 
Tell him, and ſpare not; look, what I have ſaid 
I will avouch in preſence of the king: 
I dare adventure to be ſent to the Tower. 


Tis time to ſpeak, my pains are quite forgot. 


9 Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too well: 
Thou kill'dſt my huſband Henry in the Tower, 


And Edward, my poor ſon, at Tewkſbury. 


Gl. Ere you were queen, ay, or your huſband Kit; 
T was a pack-horſe in his great affairs; 


A weeder-out of his proud adverſaries, 

A liberal rewarder of his friends; 

To royalize his blood, I ſpilt mine own. 
2, Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his, or thine, 
Glo. In all which time, you, and your huſband Grey, 

Were factious for the houſe of Lancaſter ;— 

And, Rivers, ſo were you: — Was not your huſband 

In Margaret's battle at ſaint Albans ſlain? 
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1601 | Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
4 po What you have been ere now, and what you are; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. - 
Q: Mar, A murd'rous villain, and fo ſtill thou art. 


1 | Glo. Poor Clarence did forſake his father Warwick, 
10 I Ay, and forſwore himſelf, —Which Jeſu EG 

vo 1 2. Mar. Which God revenge! 

\ by. 1 Glo. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown; 
0 1 And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up: 


8 ; I would to God, my heart were flint, like Edward's, 
| Or Edward's ſoft and pitiful, like mine 

J am too childiſh-fooliſh for this world. 

2. Mar. Hie thee to hell for ſhame, and leave this w_ 

Thou cacodzmon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv, My lord of Gloſter, in thoſe buſy days, 

Which here you urge, to prove us enemies, 

We follow'd then our lord, our lawful king; 

So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our king. 

5 Glo. If I ſhould be ?—T had rather be a pedlar: 

: 5 Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

9, Elix. As little joy, my lord, as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this country's king; 
As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof, 
Q: Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
| For I am ſhe, and altogether joyleſs. 
I can no longer hold me patient, = _ 3 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me? 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like ſubjects; 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 
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Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'ſt thou in my fight? 
Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd 


That will I make, before I let thee g0. 


Glo. Wert thou not baniſhed, on pain of death! ? 
Q: Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in baniſhment, 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A huſband, and a ſon, thou ow'ſt to me,— 
And thou, a kingdom ;—all of you, allegiance : 
This ſorrow that I have, by right is yours; 


And all the pleaſures you uſurp, are mine, 


Glo. The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crown his warlike brows with paper, 
And with thy ſcorns drew'ſt rivers from his eyes 
And then, to dry them, gav'ſt the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the faultleſs blood of pretty Rutland; 


is curſes, then from bittgrneſs of ſoul 


Denounc'd againſt thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
9. Eliz. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 
Haſt. O, *twas the fouleſt deed, to flay that babe, 
And the moſt mercileſs, that e*er was heard of. 
Ri. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported. 
Dorſ. Ne man but prophecy'd revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
Q: Mar. What! were you ſnarling all, before I came, 


Ready to catch each other by the throat, 


And turn you all your hatred now on me? 


Did York's dread curſe prevail ſo much with heaven, 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 


Their kingdom's loſs, my woful baniſhment, 
Could all but anſwer for that peeviſh brat ? 


Can curſes pierce the clouds, and enter heaven dns 


Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick, curſes! "ral 
Though not by war, by ſurfeit die your king, 


C 3 As 


* — 
* W w 
— 


— w 0 FRY = 2 * has 


— - 


3 — 1 * 
4 > Xp 
M7 2 * 
„36ꝙ“ 1”z2.ñůĩ . — — ñũ ox —ê 
— 
8 
— 


z 
7 
14 
. 
1 1 1 
| . 
J } 
$ , 
| HI 
: 1 . 
q 
111 
1. x 
: | |. 
' . 
1 
1 Z 
N 1 
I 
: ' { 
i * 
L 
; \W 
, *y 
1 . 
\ 
b 1 
4 1 
. 1 
, 1 
1 * 
. . 
\ x 
* 3 [ 
\, \ Ft 
3 4 
Ta 
2 — 7! 
"AN q 
* £ 
i [1 
\ + 
l 9 R 
 »$ 1 
94 f x 
iy T1} 
1 1 
110 4 
a © : 
1 4 
th 11 
: 1 
| 
= 
195 
5 1 
S 
| $4 
3 1 
4 N 
i} 
1 
1 ＋ 
8 
| 5 
Vii} 
| 
if 
1 
1 
5 1 
10 
\ 
\ "4 
14 
1 
} «4 1 
5 
\ 


— —— a 


„ -: KING RICHARD 111. . 


As ours by murder, to make him a king! 
Edward, thy ſon, that now is prince of Wales, 
For Edward my ſon, that was prince of Wales, 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence! 
Thyſelf a queen, for me that was a queen, 
Out-live thy glory, like my wretched ſelf! 


Long may'ft thou live to wail thy children's loſs ; 


And ſee another, as I ſee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ftall'd in mine ! 


Long die thy happy days before thy death; 
And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !— 


Rivers,—and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by,— 
And ſo waſt thou, lord Haſtings, —when my ſon 
Was ſtabb' d with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him, 


That none of you may live your natural age, 
But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off 


Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag. 
M Mar. And leave out thee? ſtay, dog, for thou ſhalt 
hear me. 


If heaven have any grievous plague in ſtore, 


Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, 

O, let them keep it, till thy ſins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace 


The worm of conſcience {ill be-gnaw thy ſoul ! 


Thy friends ſuſpect for traitors while thou liv'ſt, 
And take deep traitors for thy deareſt friends! 
No ſleep cloſe up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting dream - 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 


Thou elviſh-mark*d, abortive, rooting hog ! 


Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy nativity 
The ſlave of nature, and the ſon of hell! 
Thou 
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Thou flander of thy mother's heavy womb | 
Thou loathed iſſue of thy father's loins! 


Thou rag of honour! thou deteſted 


lo. Margaret. | 
Q. Mar. Richard! 
e Ha? | 
9. Mar. | I call thee not. 
Glo. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think, 
That thou hud'ſt call'd me all theſe bitter names. 
9. Mar. Why, fo I did; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let me make the period to my curſe. 
Glo. *Tis done by me; and ends in Margaret. 
Q: Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curſe againſt 
| yourſelf. 
Q: Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourith of my for- 
| tune ! 
Why ttrew'ſt thou ſugar on that bottled ſpider, 
Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool! thou whet'ſt a knife to kill thyſelf, 


The day will come, that thou ſhalt with for me 


To help thee curſe this pots'nous bunch-back'd toad. 
Haſt. Falſe-boding woman, end thy frantick curſe ; 
Leſt, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 
9. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you! you have all mov'd 
Ws ' 
Rim. Were you well ſerv'd, e would be icke your 
duty. 
Q. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my ſubjects: 
O, ſerve me well, and teach yourſelves that duty. 
Dor. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunatick. 
Q Mar. Peace, maſter marquis, you are malapert: 
Vour fire- new ſtamp of honour is ſcarce current: 
O, that your young nobility could judge, | 
* C 4 What 
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What 'twere to loſe it, and be miſerable! 
They that ſtand high, have many blaſts to ſhake them; 
And, if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Slo. Good counſel, marry ;—learn it, learn it, marquis. 
Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more: But I was born ſo high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, 
And dallies with the wind, and ſcorns the ſun. 
2. Mar, And turns the ſun to ſhade ;—alas ! alas! 
Witneſs my ſon, now in the ſhade of death; 
Whoſe bright out-ſhining beams thy cloudy wrath | 
Hath in eternal darkneſs folded up. 


_ Your atery buildeth in our atery's neſt ;— 


O God, that ſee*ſt it, do not ſuffer it; 

As it was won with blood, loſt be it ſo! | 
Buck. Peace, peace, for ſhame, if not for charity. 
Q; Mar. Urge neither charity nor ſhame to me; 

Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And ſhamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd. 

My charity is outrage, life my ſhame,— 

And in my ſhame ſtill live my ſorrow's rage 
Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q: Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiſs thy hand, 

In ſign of league and amity with thee: 

Now fair befal thee, and thy noble houſe ! 

Thy garments are not ſpotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compaſs of my curſe. 

Buck. Nor no one here; for curſes never paſs 

The lips of thoſe that breathe them in the air. 
Q: Mar. T'l] not believe but they aſcend the ſky, 

And there awake God's gentle-ſleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog; 


Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he bites, 


His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 
| | Have 
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Have not to do with him, beware of him; 
Sin, death, and hell, have ſet their marks on him ; 
And all their minifters attend on him. 
Glo. What doth ſhe ſay, my lord of Buckingham? 
Buck. Nothing that I reſpe&, my gracious lord. 
9. Mar. What, doſt thou ſcorn me for my gentle coun- 
ſe] ? | 
And ſooth the devil that I warn thee from? 
O, but remember this another day, | 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow; 
And ſay, poor Margaret was a propheteſs.— 
Live each of you the ſubjects to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's! Exit. 
Haft. My hair doth ſtand on end to hear her curſes. 
Riv. And ſo doth mine; I muſe, why ſhe's at liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother; 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 
Q; Elz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 
___ Gle. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do ſome body good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay'd ; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ;— 
God pardon them that are the cauſe thereof 
Riv. A virtuous and a chriſtian-like concluſion, 
To pray for them that have done ſcath to us, 
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ;— 1 | 
For had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myſelf, | [ A/ide. 


Enter CATESBY., 


| Cateſ. Madam, his majeſty doth call for you,— 
And for your grace, —and you, my noble lords, 
| 2. Eliz, 
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9. Eli. Cateſby, I come:—Lords, will you go with me? 
Riv, Madam, we will attend upon your grace. 
_ [Exeunt all but GLOSTER, 


Gb. I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 
The ſecret miſchiefs that I ſet abroach, | 


1 lay unto the grievous charge of others. 


Clarence, —whom I, indeed, have laid in darkneſs,— 
I do beweep to many ſimple gulls 

Namely, to Stanley, Haſtings, Buckingham 

And tell them—'tis the queen and her allies, | 

That ſtir the king againſt the duke my brother. 

Now they believe it; and withal whet me 


To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: 
But then I figh, and, with a piece of ſcripture, 


Tell them—that God bids us do good for evil ; 


And thus I clothe my naked villainy _ 


With old odd ends, ftol'n forth of holy writ ; 
And ſeem a ſaint, when moſt I play the devil, 


Enter two Murderers. 


But ſoft, here come my executioners.— 
How now, my hardy, ſtout, reſolved mates? 


Are you now going to deſpatch this thing ? 


1 Murd, We are, my lord; 1 come to have the war- 
rant, 


That we may be admitted where he is. 


Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
| Give the warrant, 


When you have done, repair to Croſby-place. 


But, firs, be ſudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you's mark him. 
7 Murd. 
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I Murd, Tut, tut, my lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aſſur'd, 
Me go to uſe our hands, and not our tongues. 
Glo. Your eyes drop millſtones, when fools' eyes drop 
tears: 
I like you, lads ;—about your buſineſs ſtraight 
Go, go, deſpatch. 
1 Murd, We will, my noble lord. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
The ſame. A Room in the Tower, 


Enter CLARENCE and BRAKENBURY. 


Brak, Why looks your grace ſo heavily to-day ? 
Clar. O, I have paſs'd a miſerable night, 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly ſights, 
That, as I am a chriſtian faithful man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
Though *twere to buy a world of happy days 
So full of diſmal terror was the time. 
Brak, What was your dream, my lord ? I pray you, 
tell me. 
Clay. Methought, that I bad broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy; 
And, in my company, my brother Gloſter: 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches; thence we look'd toward England, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 
During the wars of Vork and Lancaſter 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought, that Gloſter ſtumbled; and, in falling, 
Struck 
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Struck me, that thought to ſtay him, over-board, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noiſe of water in mine ears! 
What ſights of ugly death within mine eyes! 
Methought, I faw a thouſand fearful wrecks ; 
A thouſand men, that fiſhes gnaw'd upon; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Ineſtimable ſtones, unvalued jewels, 

All ſcatter'd in the bottom of the ſea. 

Some lay in dead men's ſkulls; and, in thoſe holes, 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in ſcorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcatter'd by. 

Brak. Had you ſuch leifure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon theſe ſecrets of the deep? 

Ciar. Methought, I had; and often did I ftrive 
To yield the ghoſt : but ſtill the envious flood 
Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth 
To ſeek the empty, vaſt, and wand'ring air; 

But ſmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea. 

Brat. Awak'd you not with this fore agony ? 

Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life; 
O, then began the tempeſt to my ſoul ! 

I paſs'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The firſt that there did greet my ſtranger ſoul, 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 

Who cry'd aloud, — Hat ſcourge for perjury 

Can this dark monarchy afford falſe Clarence ? 

And ſo he vaniſh'd ; Then came wand'ring by 
| A ſhadow 
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A ſhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he ſhriek'd out aloud, — 
Clarence is come,—falſe, fleeting, perjur*d ear 
That ſiabb'd me in the field by Tewkſbury ;— | 
Stixe on him, furies, take him to your torments !— 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noiſe, | 
I trembling wak'd, and, for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell; 
Such terrible impreſſion made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. O, Brakenbury, J have done theſe things,— 
That now give evidence againſt my ſoul, — 5 
For Edward's ſake; and, fee, how he requites me !— 
O God! if my fog prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 
O, ſpare my guiltleſs wife, and my poor children !— 
I pray thee, gentle keeper, ſtay by me; 
Ny foul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. 
Brak. I will, my lord ; God give your grace ON reſt !— 
[CLARENCE repoſes himſelf on a chair. 
Sorrow EFT ſeaſons, and repoſing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toll ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs cares : 
So that, between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
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Enter the two Murderers. 


1 Murd. Ho! who's here ? 
Brak, What would' thou, fellow! ? and how cam'ſt 
thou hither ? _ 


1 Murd. T would ſpeak with 8 and I came hi- 
ther on my legs. 


Brat. What, ſo brief 2 
2 Murd. O, fir, tis better to be brief, than tedious :— 


Let him ſee our commiſſion ; talk no more. 


[A paper is delivered to BRAKENBURY, who reads it, 
Brak, J am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands ;— 


T will not reaſon what 1s meant hereby, 


Becauſe I will be guiltleſs of the meaning. 


Here are the keys ;—there fits the duke aſleep : 


I'll to the king; and fignify to him, 
That thus I have reſign'd to you my charge. 
1 Murd. You may, fir; *tis a point of wiſdom : 


Fare you well, [Exit BRAKENBURY. 


2 Murd. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps ? 

1 Murd, No; he Il ſay, twas done cm when he 
wakes. | 

2 Murd. When he wakes ! Why, fool, he ſhall never 

wake until the great judgement day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he'll ſay, we ſtabb'd him leeping. | 


2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgement, hath 
bred a kind of remorſe in me. 


1 Murd. What? art thou afraid? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, haviag a warrant for it; but 
to be damu'd for killing him, from the which no warrant 
can defend me. 

I Murad. 1 thought, thou had'ſt been reſolute, 


2 Murd, 
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2 Murd, So I am, to let him live. | 

i Murd. I'll back to the duke of eber, and tell him 
ſo. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, ſtay a little: I hope, this holy 
humour of mine will change it was wont to hold me but 
while one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd. How doſt thou feel thyſelf now ? 

2 Murd. Faith, ſome certain dregs of conſcience are 
yet within me. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed” s done. 

2 Murd. Come, he dies; I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murad. Where's thy conſcience now? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloſter's purſe. | 

x Murd, So, when he opens his pd to give us our re- 
ward, thy conſcience flies out. 

2 Murd. *Tis no matter; let it go; there's bew, or none, 
will entertain it. 

i Murd, What, if it come to thee again a 

2 Murd, I'Il not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 
it makes a man a coward; a man cannot ſteal, but it ac- 
cuſeth him; a man cannot ſwear, but it checks him; a 
man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but it detects 
him: Tis a bluſhing ſhame-taced ſpirit, that mutinies in 
a man's boſom ; it fills one full of obſtacles: it made me 
once reſtore a purſe of gold, that by chance I found; it 
beggars any man that keeps it: it is turn'd out of all 
towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man, 


that means to live well, endeavours to truſt to himſelf, 


and live without it. Th * 

1 Murd. *Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, perſuad- 
ing me not to kill the duke, 

2 Murd, Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him 

not: he would inſinuate with thee, but to make thee ſigh. 

1 Murd, I am ſtrong-fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 

2 Murd, 
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2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow, that reſpects his repu- 
tation, Come, ſhall we fall to work ? | 
1 Murd. Take him over the coſtard with the hilts of 
thy ſword, and then throw him into the malmſey-butt, in 
the next room. 
2 Murd. O excellent aevies! and make a * of him. 
1 Murd, Soft! he wakes. 
2 Murd. Strike. 
1 Murd. No, we'll reaſon with him. 
(lar. Where art thou, keeper ? ? give me a cup of wine. 
1 Murd. You ſhall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 
Clay. In God's name, what art thou ? 
1 Murd, A man, as you are. 
Clar. But not, as J am, royal. 
1 Murd. Nor you, as We are, loyal. 
Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble, 
1 Murd, My voice is now the king's, my looks mine 
ls En : 
Clay. How darkly, and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak ! 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ? 
Who ſent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 
Both Murd. To, to, to,— 
Clar. To murder me? 
Both Murd. Ay, ay. 
Clar. You ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 
1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Clar, I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 
2 Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare to die, 
Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of men, 
To {lay the innocent? What is my offence ? 
Where 1s the evidence that doth accuſe me ? 
What lawful queſt have given their verdict up 
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Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd 


The bitter ſentence of poor Clarence” death? 
Before I be convict by courſe of law, 


To threaten me with death, is moſt unlawful. 


I charge you, as you hope for any goodneſs, 
By Chriſt's dear blood ſhed for our grievous ſins, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me; 


The deed you undertake is damnable. 


1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command. 
2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded, is our king. 
Clay. Erroneous vaſſal | the great King of kings 


Huath in the table of his law commanded, 


That thou ſhalt do no murder ; Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
2 Murd. And that ſame vengeance doth he hurl on thee, | 
For falſe forſwearing, and for murder too: 
Thou didſt receive the ſacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the houſe of Lancaſter. 
1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didſt break that vow; and, with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dſt the bowels of thy ſovereign's ſon. 
2 Murd, Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1 Murd, How canſt thou urge God's dreadful law to us, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch dear degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his fake : 
He ſends you not to murder me for this; 
For in that fin he 1s as deep as I, 
It God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you, that he doth it publickly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
. | WW 


From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 
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He needs no indire& nor lawleſs courle, 
_ To cut off thoſe that have offended him. 


1 Myrd, Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 
When gallant-ſpringing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice; was ſtruck dead by thee ? 

(lar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Murd, Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
Provoke us hither now to ſlaughter thee. 

Clar. It you do love my brother, hate not me 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will ſend you to my brother Gloſter ; 
Who ſhall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloſter hates 

you. 

Clar. O, no; he loves me, and ig Itvlds me deat 's 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, ſo we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York 


Bleſs'd his three ſons with his victorious arm, 


And charg'd us from his ſou] to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendſhip : 
Bid Gloſter think on this, and he will weep. 
1 Murd. Ay, mill-ſtones; as he leſſon'd us to weep. 
Clar. O, do not flander him, for he is kind. | 
1 Murd. Right, as ſnow in harveſt, =Come, you deceive 
yourſelf ; 
'Tis he that ſends us to deſtroy you here. 
Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and ſwore, with ſobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 
1 Murd. Why, 10 he doth, when he delivers you 


2 Murd, 
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2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you muſt die, my lord. 
Clar. Haſt thou that holy feeling in thy ſoul, 

To counſel me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy own ſoul fo blind, 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me ?— 

Ah, firs, conſider, he, that ſet you on 

To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
2 Murd, W hat ſhall we do? 
Clar. Relent, and fave your ſouls. 
1 Murd. Relent! *tis cowardly, and womaniſh. 
Clar. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh,— 


Which of you, if you were a prince's ſon, 


Being pent from liberty, as I am now, — 


If two ſuch murderers as yourſelves came to you,— 


Would not entreat for life ?— 
My friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks ; 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my ſide, and entreat for me, 
As you would beg, were you in my diſtreſs. 
A begging prince what beggar pities not ? 
2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. | 
x Murd. Take that, and that; if all this will not . | 
28 bim. 
I' drown you 1 in the malmſey-butt within. 
[ Exit, wuith the body. 
2 Murd. A bloody deed, and deſperately deſpatch'd! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my hands 
Of this moſt grievous guilty murder done ! 


Re-enter 2 Murderer. Z 


x Murd. How now? what mean'ſt thou, that thou helpꝰſt 
me not ? 

By heaven, the duke ſhall know bow ſlack you * been. 

: 1 2 Murd, 


—— . 
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2 Murd. I would he knew, that 1 had fav'd his brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I ſay; 


For I repent me that the duke is ſlain. [Ext. 


1 Murd. So do not I; go, coward, as thou art.— 
Well, I'll go hide the body in ſome hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his buraal ; 
And when I have my meed, I will away; 


For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. [ Exit. 
ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE 2 


. — 


The ſame. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter King EDWARD (led in fick), Queen ELIZABETH, 
DoRSET, RIVERS, HASTINGS, BUCKINGH AM, GREY, 


and Others. 


K. Ede. Why, ſo:— now have I done a a. good day's 


work ;— 

You peers, continue this united league : : 
I every day expect an embaſſage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; ; 
And more in peace my ſoul ſhall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Haſtings, take each other's hand ; 
Diſſemble not your hatred, ſwear your love. 

Riv. By heaven, my ſoul is purg'd from grudging hate; 
And with my hand I ſeal my true heart's love. 
Haſt. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like! 

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not betore your king ; 
Leſt he, that is the ſupreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falſehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Haſt. So proſper I, as I ſwear perfect love 

Riv. And J, as I love Haſtings with my heart! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourſelf are not exempt in this,— 
Nor your ſon Dorſet, - Buckingham, nor you ;— 
You have been factious one againſt ti.e other. 


Wife, love lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your hand; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
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9, Eliz, There, Haſtings; I will never more remember 


Our former hatred, So thrive I, and mine! 


R. Edw. Dorſet, embrace him, — Haſtings, love lord 
marquis. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I here proteſt, 


Haſt. And fo ſwear I. [ Embraces DORSET. 
R. Edwv, Now, princely Buckingham, ſeal thou this 
league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 
Buck, Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [to the Queen.] but with all duteous 
love | 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect moſt love ! 
When I have moſt need to employ a friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me! this do 1 beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in love, to you, or yours. 
[Embracing RIVERS, Sc. 
K. Edw. A pleaſing cordial, princely Buckingham, 


Is this thy vow unto my ſickly heart. 


There wanteth now our brother Gloſter here, 
To make the bleſſed period of this peace. 
Buck. And in good time, here comes the noble duke. 


Enter GLOSTER, 


Glo. Good-morrow to my ſovereign king, and queen 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 

K. Edav. Happy, indeed, as we have ſpent the day ;— 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 
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Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſed peers. 
Glo. A bleſſed labour, my moſt ſovereign lege, 


Among this princely heap, if any here, 


By falſe intelligence, or _ * 
Hold me a foe; 

If J unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, I deſire | 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace: 

Tis death to me, to be at enmity; | 
T hate it, and deſire all good men's love.— 
Firſt, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 


Which I will purchaſe with my duteous ſervice ;j— 
Of you, my noble couſin Buckingham, 


If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us ;— 

Of you, lord Rivers,—and lord Grey, of you,— 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me ;— 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 


I do not know that Engliſhman alive, 


With whom my ſoul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant that is born to-night; 
I thank my God for my humility. 


9. Eliz. A holyday ſhall this be kept hereafter :— 
I would to God, all ſtrifes were well compounded, — 


My ſovereign lord, I do beſeech your highneſs 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 


Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for — 


To be ſo flouted in this royal preſence ? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead? 


39 
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You do him injury, to FRET his corſe. 


K. Edwv. Who knows not, he is dead! who 8 he ĩs? 


R; 4 Eliz, All-ſeeing heaven, what a world is this! 


D 4 


Buck, 
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Buck, Look I ſo pale, lord Dorſet, as the reſt ? 
Dor. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the eq 


K But his red colour hath forſook his cheeks. 
6 K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was revers'd. 
1 Cl. But he, poor man, by your firſt order died, 


And that a winged Mercury did bear; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 

That came too lag to ſee him buried :— 

God grant, that ſome, leſs noble, and leſs loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve not worſe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from ſuſpicion ! 


Enter STANLEY. 


Stan. A boon, my ſovereign, for my ſervice done! 9 
K. Edæo. I pr'ythee, peace; my ſoul 1s full of ſorrow. 3 
Stan. T will not riſe, unleſs your highneſs hear me. 
R. Edzv. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt'ſt. 
S!an. The forfeit, fovereign, of my ſervant's life; 
Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death, 
And ſhall that tongue give pardon to a ſlave? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was bitter death. 
Who ſued to me for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd ? 
Who ſpoke of brotherhood ? who ſpoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor ſoul did forſake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewkſbury, : 
When Oxford had me down, he reſcu'd me, 
And ſaid, Dear brother, ive, and be a king? 
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Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 


Frozen almoſt to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments ; and did give himſelf, 


All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night? 
All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my mind. 

But, when your carters, or your waiting-viſlals, 
Have done a drunken ſlaughter, and defac'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 


Vou ſtraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 


And I, unjuſtly too, muſt grant it you :— 
But for my brother, not a man would ſpeak,-— 
Nor I (ungracious) (peak unto myſelf 

For him, poor ſoul.— The proudeſt of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life; 


Vet none of you would once plead for his life.— 
O God! I fear, thy juſtice will take hold 


On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this.— 
Come, Haſtings, help me to my cloſet, O, 
Poor Clarence! 5 
[Exeunt King, Queen, HASTINGS, RIVERS, DoS Er, 
| and GREY. | 
Flo. This is the fruit of raſkneſs !—Mark'd you yot, 
How that the guilty kindred pf the queen 
| Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence? death? 
O! they did urge it ſtill unto the king: | 
God will revenge it. Come, lords; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 


Buck, We wait upon your grace,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
The ſame, 


Zter the Ducheſs of York, with a ſon and daughter of 
CLARENCE. 


Fon. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead? 
Duch. No, boy. 
Daugh. Why do you weep ſo oft? and beat your breaſt z 
And cry—O Clarence, my unhappy ſon ! 
Son. Why do you look on us, and ſhake your head, 
Aud cull us—orphans, wretches, caſt-aways, 
{t that our noble father be alive? 
Duch. My pretty couſins, you miſtake me both z 
J do lament the fickneſs of the king, 
As loath to loſe him, not your father's death; 
It were loſt ſorrow, to wail one that's loſt. | 
Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he 1s dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this: 
God will revenge it; whom I will impörtune 
With earneſt prayers, all to that effect. 
Daugh. And ſo will I, | 
Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth love you 
well : 
Incapable and ſhallow i innocents, 
You cannot gueſs who caus'd your father's death. 
Fon. Grandam, we can: for my good uncle Gloſter 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to impriſon him: 
And when my uncle told me ſo, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kiſs'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child, 


Duch. 


— 5 


And haſt the comfort of thy children left thee: 
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Duch. Ah, that deceit ſhould ſteal ſuch gentle ſhapes, — 
And with a virtuous viſor hide deep vice! | 
He 1s my ſon, ay, and therein my ſhame, 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Son. Think you, my uncle did diſſemble, grandam ? 

Duch. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it. Hark! what noiſe is this? 


Enter Queen ELIZABETH, diftrafedly; RIVERS, and 
DoRSET, following her. | 


9. Eliz. Ah! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep ? 
To chide my fortune, and torment myſelf ? 
I'll join with black deſpair againſt my ſoul, 


And to myſelf become an enemy. 


Duch, What means this ſcene of rude impaticnce] ? 

Q. Elix. To make an act of tragick violence :— 
Edward, my lord, thy ſon, our king, is dead.— 
Why grow the branches, when the root 1s gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their ſap ?— 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 


That our ſwift-winged ſouls may catch the king's ; 


Or, like obedient ſubjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual reſt. 

Duch. Ah, ſo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble huſband 1 
I have bewept a worthy huſband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images: 
But now, two mirrors of his princely ſemblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death; 
And I for comfort have but one falſe claſs, 
That grieves me when I ſee my ſhame in him. 
Thou art a widow; yet thou art a mother, 
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But death hath ſnatch'd my huſband from mine arms, 


And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cauſe have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ? 

Son. Ah, aunt! you wept not for our father's death; 


Ho can we aid you with our kindred tears? 


Daugh. Our fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd, 
Your widow-dolour likewiſe be unwept ! | 
9. Flix. Give me no help in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments : 


All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon, 


May ſend forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 


Ah, for my huſband, for my dear lord Edward ! 


Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence! 
Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence 
2: Eliz,, What ſtay had I, but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil, What ſtay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Duch. What ſtays had I, but they? and they are gone. 
9. Eliz. Was never widow, had fo dear a loſs. 
Chil, Were never orphans, had ſo dear a loſs. 
Duch. Was never mother, had ſo dear a loſs. 


Alas! I am the mother of theſe griefs; 


Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do 1; 

I for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe : 

Theſe babes for Clarence weep, and ſo do I: 

I for an Edward weep, ſo do not they :— 
Alas! you three, on me, threefold diſtreſs'd, 


Pour all your tears, I am your ſorrow's nurſe, 


And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much diſpleas'd, 
That you take with unthankfulneſs his doing: 
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In common worldly things, tis call'{—ungrateful, 


With dull unwillingneſs to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more, to be thus oppoſite with heaven, 


For. it requires the royal debt it lent you. 


Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 


Of the young prince your ſon : fend ſtraight for 


him, 


Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives: 


And plant your joys in living Edward's throne, 


RATELIFF, and Others. 


_ Prown deſperate ſorrow in dead Edward's grave, 


Enter Grbertt BUCKINGHAM, STANLEY, HasTINGs, 


Glo. Siſter, have comfort : all of us have cauſe 


To wail the dimming of our ſhining ſtar; 


But none'can cure their harms by wailing them.— 


Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 


I did not ſee your grace ;—Humbly on my knee 


I crave your bleſſing. 


Duch. God bleſs thee ; and put meekneſs in thy breaſt, 


Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 


Glo. Amen; and make me die a good old man! 


That is the butt-end of a mother's bleſſing; 
I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. 


[Alde. 


Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart- ſorrowing peers, 


That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 


Now cheer each other in each other's love: 


Though we have ſpent our harveſt of this King, 


We are to reap the harveſt of his ſon. 
The broken rancour of your high-{woln hearts, 


But lately ſplinted, knit, and join'd together, 


Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſh'd, and kept: 
Me ſeemeth good, that, with ſome little train, 


Forthwith 


| 
| 
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Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 
Riv. Why with ſome little train, my lord of Bucking- 
ham ? | 
Buck. Marry, my lord, leſt, by a multitude, 
The new-heal'd wound of malice ſhould break out ; 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eſtate is green, and yet ungovern'd : 
Where every horſe bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Glo. I hope, the king made peace with all of us; 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 
Riv. And ſo in me; and fo, I think, in all: 
Yet, ſince it is but green, it ſhould be put 
To no apparent likelthood of breach, 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd: 
Therefore I ſay, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the prince. 
Haſt. And ſo ſay I. 
Glo. Then be it ſo; and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ftraight ſhall poſt to Ludlow. 
Madam, —and you my mother,—will you go 
To give your cenſures in this weighty buſineſs? _ 
[ Exeunt all but BUCKINGHAM and GLOSTER, 
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's ſake, let not us two ſtay at home : : 
For, by the way, I'II ſort occafion, 
As index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince, 
Glo. My other ſelf, my counſel's conſiſtory, | 
My oracle, my prophet MV dear couſin, 
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I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not ſtay behind. 


SCENE III. 
The ſame. A Street. 


Enter two Citizens, meeting. 


47 


[ Exeunt. 


1 Cit, Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away ſo fait? 


2 Cit, I promiſe you, I ſcarcely know my "felt: : 
Hear you the news abroad ? 


18 Ves; the king's dead. 


2 Cit, Ill news, by'r lady; ſeldom comes the better : 


1 fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy world. 


Enter another Citizen. 


3 Cit. Neighbours, God ſpeed! 


1 Cit, Give you good morrow, fir. 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's dcath ? 
2 Cit. Ay, fir, it is too true; God help, the while! 

3 Cit. Then, maſters, look to ſee a troublous world. 

1 Cit, No, no; by God's good grace, his fon ſhall reign, 
3 Cit, Woe to that land, that's govern'd by a child! 


2 Cit. In him there is a hope of goverament ; 
That, in his nonage, council under him, 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himſelf, 


No doubt, ſhall then, and till then, govern well. 


1 Cit. So ſtood the ſtate, when Henry the ſixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 


3 Cit. Stood the ſtate ſo? no, no, good friends, God 


wot ; 


For 


[ 
| 


—— — — - 
— 


— 


— - 
—— — — 


3 
| N 
I 
{if 
Ul 
. 
11 
10 
l 
! 
4 
\ 
Is, 
[| 


b — — — 
- — * 
— — r — — 
— — — 
— — 2 - = 


— — 
— _ _ — — 


48 KING RICHARD 111. AS 11. 


For then this land was famouſly enrich'd 
With politick grave counſel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 
1 Cit, Why, ſo hath this, both by his father and mother. 
3 Cit, Better it were, they all came by his father; 1 
Or, by his father, there were none at all : 


For emulation now, who ſhall be neareſt, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 


O, full of danger is the duke of Gloſter ; 
And the queen's ſons, and brothers, haught and proud 


And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 


This fickly land might ſolace as before. 5 
1 Cit, Come, come, we fear the worſt; all will be well. 
3 Cit, When clouds are ſeen, wiſe men x put on their 
cloaks; 


When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand; 


When the ſun ſets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely ſtorms make men expect a dearth : 


All may be well; but, if God fort it ſo, 


"Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. 
2 Cit, Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 


You cannot reaſon almoſt with a man 


That looks not heavily, and full of dread, 
3 Cit. Before the days of change, ftill is it ſo: 
By a divine inftin&, men's minds miſtruſt 
Enſuing danger; as, by proof, we ſee 
The water ſwell before a boiſt'rous ſtorm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
2 Cit. Marry, we were ſent for to the juſtices. 
3 Cit. And ſo was I;-1'll bear you company. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE Iv. 
The ſame. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter the Archbiſhop of York, the young Duke of York, Queen 
ELIZABETH, and the Ducheſs of York. 


Arch. Laſt night, I heard, they lay at Stony-Stratford; 


And at Northampton they do reſt to-night : 


To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 
Duch, I long with all my heart to ſee the prince; 

I hope, he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. 
Q: Eliz. But I hear, no; they ſay, my ſon of York 


_ Hath almoſt overta'en him in his growth. 


York, Ay, mother, but I would not have it fo. 

Duch. Why, my young couſin? it is good to grow. 

York, Grandam, one night as we did fit at ſupper, 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 


More than my brother; Ay, quoth my uncle Gloſter, 


Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace : 
And fince, methinks, I would not grow ſo faſt, 


Becauſe ſweet flowers are ſlow, and weeds make haſte. 
Duch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 


In him that did object the ſame to thee : 


He was the wretched'ſt thing, when he was young, 


So long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, 

That, if his rule were true, he ſhould be grac:ous, 
Arch. And ſo, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 

Duch. I hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt. 
York, Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd, 

I could have given my uncle's grace a flout, 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 


Duch. How, my young Vork? I pr'ythee, let me hear it. 


York. Marry, they ſay, my uncle grew ſo faſt, 
| Me E | That 
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That he could gnaw a cruſt at two hours old ; 
 *T'was full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jeft. 
Duch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 
York. Grandam, his nurſe. 
Duch, His nurſe! why, ſhe was dead ere thou waſt born, 
York. If *twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
Q. Eliz. A parlous boy: Go to, you are too ſhrewd, 
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 
S. Elix. Pitchers have ears. 85 | 
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Enter a Meſfenger. 


Ii 

| | Arch, SO Here comes a meſſenger : 

Wm What news? | 35 | 1 

| | | Me. Such news, my lord, 

| 1 As grieves me to unfold, : 

| 9. Eliz, How doth the prince? * 

Meſ. Well, madam, and in health. D 
Duch, a What is thy news? z 


Meſ. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are ſent to Pomfret, 
With them fir Thomas Vaughan, priſoners. 
Duch, Who hath committed them? 


TEE e The mighty dukes, 
Gloſter and Buckingham. 1 
„ For what offence ? 


Meſ. The ſum of all I can, I have diſclos'd ; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. | 
9. Eliz. Ah me, I ſee the ruin of my houſe! 
The tiger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle hind; 
' Inſulting tyranny begins to jut 5 
Upon the innocent and awleſs throne ;— 5 
| 3 Welcome, 
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Welcome, deſtruction, blood, and maſſacre ! 
I ſee, as in a map, the end of all, 

Duch, Accurſed and unquiet wrangling days! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld * 
My huſband loſt his life to get the crown; 

And often up and down my ſons were toſt, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loſs: 


And being ſeated, and domeſtick broils 


Clean over-blown, themſelves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themſelves; brother to brother, 


Blood to blood, ſelf *gainſt ſelf: O, prepoſterous 
And frantick outrage, end thy damned ſpleen; 


Or let me die, to look on death no more! 
Q: Eliz, Come, come, my boy, we will to lanctuarp. — 


Madam, farewell. 


Duch. Stay, I will go with you. 
2, Eliz. You have no cauſe. 
Arch. 


My gracious lady, go, 


[to the Queen. | 


And thither bear your wade and your goods. 
For my part, I'll reſign unto your grace 

The ſeal TI keep; And ſo betide to me, 

As well J tender you, and all of yours! 


Come, I'll conduct you to the ſanctuary, [ Exeunt, 


E 2 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


1 


The ſame. A Street, 


The trumpets ſound. Enter the Prince of Wales, GLOSTER, 
BUCKINGHAM, Cardinal BOURCHIER, and Others. 


Buck, Welcome, ſweet prince, to London, to your cham- 
Her. 
Glo, Welcome, dear couſin, my thoughts“ ſovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 
Prince. No, uncle; but our croſſes on the way 
Have made it tedions, weariſome, and heavy: 
J want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Than of his outward ſhow ; which, God he knows, 
Seldom, or never, jumperh with the heart. 
Thoſe uncles, which you want, were dangerous 
Your grace attended to their ſugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poiſon of their hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe friends! 


Prince. God keep me from falſe friends! but _ were 


none. 
Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet 
you. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train, 


* ou God bleſs your grace with health and 3 days 4 
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But by his mother was perforce withheld. 


Is this of hers ?—Lord cardinal, will your grace 
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Prince, I thank you, good my lord ;—and thank you 
all.— [ [ Exeunt Mayor, c. 
I thought, my mother, and my brother Vork, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way :— 
Fie, what a ſlug is Haſtings ! that he comes not 


:To tell us, whether they will come, or no, 


Enter HASTINGS. 


Buck, And, in good time, here comes the ſweating lord. 
Prince, Welcome, my lord: What, will our mother 
come? | 

Haſt, On what occaſion, God he knows, not I, 


The queen your mother, and your brother York, 


Have taken ſanctuary: The tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace, 


Buck, Fie! what an indirect and peeviſh courſe. 


Perſuade the queen to ſend the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother preſently ? 


Tf ſhe deny,—lord Haſtings, go with him, 


And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can trom his mother win the duke of York, 


Anon expect him here: But if ſhe be obdurate 


To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 


We ſhould infringe the holy privilege 


Of bleſſed ſanctuary! not for all this land, 
Would I be guilty of ſo deep a fin. 

Buck. You are too ſenſeleſs-obſtinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the groſſneſs of this age, 
You break not ſanctuary in ſeizing him. 


E 3 | The 
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The benefit thereof is always granted 

To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 

And thoſe who have the wit to claim the place: 

This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deſerv'd it; 

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 

You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of ſanctuary men; 

But ſanctuary children, ne'er till now. 

Card. My lord, you ſhall o'er-rule my mind for once, 
Come on, lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 

Haſt. J go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you may. 
| [Exeunt Cardinal an d HASTINGS, 
Say, uncle Gloſter, if our brother come, 

Where ſhall we ſojourn till our coronation ? 
Glo. Where it ſeems beſt unto your royal ſelf. 
If I may counſel you, ſome day, or two, 
Your highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the 'Tower : 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt health and recreation. 
Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place — 
Did Julius Cæſar build that place, my lord? 

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place; 
Which, ſince, ſucceeding ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince. Is it upon record? or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from age to age, he built it ? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 
Prince. But ſay, my lord, it were not regiſter'd ; 
Methinks, the truth ſhould live from age to age, 
As twere retail'd to all poſterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. 
Glo. So wiſe ſo young, they ſay, do ne er live long. | 
[ Aide. 
Prince, 
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Prince, What ſay you, uncle ? | 
Glo. I fay, without characters, fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 


1 moralize two meanings in one word. [ A/ides 


Prince. That Julius Cæſar was a famous man; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit ſet down, to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conqueſt of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.— 
I'll tell you what, my couſin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord ? 

Prince, An if I live until I be a man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 


Or die a ſoldier, as I liv'd a king. 


Elo, Short ſummers lightly have a forward ſpring. 
[ Aide, 


Enter Your, HasTINGs, and the Cardinal, 


Buck, Now, in good time, here comes the duke of 
York. 
Prince. Richard of Vork haw front our loving brother? 
York. Well, my dread lord; ſo muſt I call you now. 
Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief, as it is yours; 
Too late he died, that i have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our couſin, noble lord of York ? 
_ York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
You faid, that idle weeds are faſt in growth : 
T he prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 
Glo. He hath, my lord. | 
York. | And therefore is he idle? © 
Glo. O, my fair couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo. 2 
York, Then is he more beholden to you, than I. 
5 G12, 
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Glo. He may command me, as my ſovereign ; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinſman. 

Tork. I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, little couſin ? with all 5 heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother? 

York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will give 3 ; 

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. | | 
Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give my couſin, 
York, A greater gift! O, that's the ſword to it? 

Glo. Ay, gentle couſin, were it light enough. 
York. O then, I ſee, you'll part but with light pits; ; 
In weightier things you'll ſay a beggar, nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 
_ Pork. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier, 
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ? 
York, JI would, that I might thank Tow as you call me, 
Glo. How ? 
York. Little. | 
Prince. My lord of York will ſtill be croſs in talk ;— 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 
York, You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me ;— 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; 
Eecauſe that IT am little, like an ape, 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders. 
Buck, With what a ſharp-provided wit he reaſons! 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, ; 
He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf : TY 
So cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful. BS 
Glo. My gracious lord, will't pleaſe you paſs along? 
Myſelf, and my good couſin Buckingham, | 
Will to your mother; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
Tork. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 
Prince, My lord protector needs will have it ſo, | 
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York. I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, fir, what ſhould you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence? angry ghoſt ; 
My grandam told me, he was murder'd there. 
Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo, Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince, An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, YoRK, HASTINGS; Cardinal, and | 
_ Attendants, 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle mother, 

To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſly? _ 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt: O, tis a parlous boy; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 

He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck, Well, let them reſt.— 

Come hither, gentle Cateſby ; thou art ſworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 

As cloſely to conceal what we impart : 

Thou know'ſt our reaſons urg'd upon the way; — 
What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſy matter 
To make William lord Haſtings of our mind, 

For the inſtalment of this noble duke 

In the ſeat royal of this famous iſle ? 

| Cate, He for his father's ſake ſo loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againſt him, 

Buck, What think'ſt thou then of Stanley? will not he? 
Cate. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth, 

Buck. Well then, no more but this : Go, gentle Cateſby, 
And, as it were far off, ſound thou lord Haſtings, 
How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe ; 

And ſummon him to-morrow to the Tower. 


To 
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To fit about the coronation. 

If thou doſt find him tractable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reaſons ; 
It he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou ſo too; and ſo break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination : 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 


Wherein thyſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. 


Glo. Commend me to lord William : tell him, Cateſby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adverſaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-caltle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give miſtreſs Shore one gentle kiſs the more. 
Buck. Good Cateſby, go, effect this buſineſs ſoundly. 
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cateſby, ere we ſleep? 
Cate. You ſhall, my lord. 
Glo. At Croſby- place, there ſhall you find us both. 
[Exit CATESBY. 
Buck. Now, my lord, what ſhall we do, if we perceive 5 
Lord Haſtings will not yield to our complots? I 
Glo. Chop off his head, man ;—ſomewhat we will do :— — 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was poſſeſs'd. 
Buck. I'll claim that promiſe at your grace's hand. 
Gl. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs, 
Come, let us ſup betimes; that afterwards 
We may digeſt our complots in ſome form, [Excunt. 
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SCENE II. 
Before Lord Haſtings' Houſe, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My lord, my lord,— | [ knocking, 

Haſt. (within.] | Who knocks? | 
Meſ. One from lord Stanley. 

Haſt. [within,] What is't o'clock ? 

Mef. | Upon the ſtroke of Jour, 


Enter HASTINGS. 


Haſt. Cannot thy maſter ſleep the tedious nights? 
Meſ. So it ſhould ſeem by that I have to ſay. 
Firſt, he commends him to your noble locdiinp. 


Haſt. And then,— 
Mef. And then he ſends you word, he dreamt 


To- night the boar had raſed off his helm: 


Beſides, he ſays, there are two councils held 


And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 


Therefore he ſends to know your lordſhip's pleaſure,— 
If preſently you will take horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him toward the north, 
To ſnun the danger that his foul divines. 

Haſt. Go, tellow, go, return unto thy lord; 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated councils : 


His honour, and myſelf, are at the one; 


And, at the other, is my good friend Cateſby ; 


Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 


W hereof I ſhall not have intelligence. 


Tell him, his fears are ſhallow, wanting inſtance ; 


And 
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Becauſe they have been ſtill my adverſaries: 
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And for his dreams—TI wonder, he's ſo fond 

To truſt the mockery of unquiet ſhumbers : 

To fly the boar, before the boar purſues, 

Were to incenſe the boar to follow us, 

And make purſuit, .where he did mean no chaſes 
Go, bid thy maſter riſe and come to me; 


And we will both together to the Tower, 


Where, he ſhall ſee, the boar will uſe us kindly, 
Mef. I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you ſay. 
LExit. 


Enter CAT ESB. 


Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord! 
aft. Good morrow, Cateſby ; ; you are early e 


What news, what news, in this our tottering ſtate ? 


Cate, It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord; 
And, I believe, will never ſtand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. | 

Haſt. How! wear the garland ? doſt thou mean the 

Crown? | 

Cate. Ay, my good lord. 

Haſt. I'll have this crown of mine cut from 1 my ſhoulders, 
Before I'll ſee the crown ſo foul miſplac'd. 
But canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it? 

Cate. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you torvard.. 

Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And, thereupon, he ſends you this good news,— 
That, this ſame very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the queen, muſt die at Pomfret. 

Haſt. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 


But, that I'll give my voice on Richard's fide, | 
| | To 
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To bar my maſter's heirs in true deſcent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordſhip in that gracious mind !. 

Haſt. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, — 
That they, who brought me in my maſter” s hate, 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Cateſby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
T'll ſend ſome packing, that yet think not on't. 

Cate. Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it. 
Hat. O monſtrous, monſtrous ! and ſo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and fo *twill do 
With ſome men elſe, who think themſelves as ſafe 


As thou, and I; ; who, as thou know” it, are dear 


To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cate, The princes both make high account of you,— 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Afize. 
Hat. I know, they do; and I have well deſerv'd it. 


Enter STANLEY. 


Come on, come on, where is your boar-ſpear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go ſo unprovided ? 
Stan, My lord, good vo and good morrow, 
| Cateſby :— | 
You may jeſt on, but by the holy rood, 
I do not like theſe ſeveral councils, I. 
Haſt. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours; 
And never, in my life, I do proteſt, 
Was it more precious to me than tis now: 
Think you, but that J know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 
Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from TI,on- 


don, 
Were 


. . 
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Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, 
And they, indeed, had no cauſe to miſtruſt ; 

But yet, you ſee, how ſoon the day o'er - caſt. 

This ſudden ſtab of rancour I miſdoubt ; 

Pray God, I fay, I prove a needleſs coward ! 

What, ſhall we toward the Tower? the day 1s ſpent. 


Ha. Come, come, have w th you. -Wot you whats 
my lord ? 


To- day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 


Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 
| heads, 

Than ſome, that have accus'd thei. wear their hats, 

But come, my lord, let's n | 


Enter a Purſuivant. 


Hee. Go on before, T'll talk with this good fellow. 
[ Exeunt STANLEY and CATESBY. 

How now, firrah ? how goes the world with thee ? 

Purſ. The better, that your lordſhip pleaſe to aſk. 

Haſt. I tell thee, man, *tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'ſt me laſt where now we meet: 
Then was I going priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeſtion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyſelf,) 


This day thoſe enemies are put to death, 


And I in better ſtate than ere I was, _ 
Purſ. God hold it, to your honour's good content! 
Bay. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for me. 


[ Throwing him his purſe. 
Purſ. I thank your honour. [Exit Purſuivant. 


Enter 


5 
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Fieter a Prieſt, 


Pr. Well met, my lord; I am glad to fee your honour. 
Haſt. I thank thee, good fir John, with all my heart, 
I am in your debt for your laft exerciſe ; 
Come the next ſabbath, and I will content you, 


Enter BUCKINGHAM., 


Buck, What, talking with a prieſt, lord chamberlain ? 

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the prieſt; 

Your honour hath no ſhriving work in hand, 

Haſt. *Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 

The men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot ſtay there: 

I ſhall return before your lordſhip thence. | 
Haſt. Nay, like enough, for I ſtay dinner there, 
Buck. And ſupper too, although thou know'ſt it not. 

[ Ajide, 

Come, will you go ? 

Haſt. I'll wait upon your lord hip. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Pomfret. Before the Caſile. 


Enter RATCLIFF, with a guard, condlucting RIVERS, GREY , 
and VAUGHAN, 7 execution. | 


Rat. Come, bring forth the priſoners. 
Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, - 
To- day 
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To- day ſhalt thou behold a ſubje& die, 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. | 
Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of 1 0 
A knot you are of damned blood-ſuckers. 
Vaugh. You live, that ſhall cry woe for this hereafter, | 
Rat. Deſpatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 
Ri.. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody priſon, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers! 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy walls, 
Richard the ſecond here was hack'd to death: 
And, for more ſlander to thy diſmal ſeat, | 
We give thee up our guiltleſs blood to drink. | 
Grey. Now Margaret's curſe is fallen upon our heads, 
When ſhe exclaim'd on Haſtings, you, and I, | 
For ſtanding by when Richard ſtabb'd her ſon. 
Riv. Then curs'd ſhe Haſungs, then curs'd ſhe Buck- 
ingham, 
Then curs'd ſhe Richard : :—O, ae. God, 
'To hear her prayers for them, as now for us! 
And for my lifter, and her princely ſons,— 
Be ſatisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'ſt, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt! 
Rat. Make haſte, the hour of death is expiate. 
Riv. Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let us here em- 
brace: 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven, [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. 


London. A Room in the Tower. 


e u, STANLEY, HaAsTINGs, the Biſhop of Ely, 


_ CaTEsBY, LOVEL, and Others, fitting at a table; Officers 
of the council attending. 


Haſl. Now, noble peers, the cauſe why we are met 
Is—to determine of the coronation : 
In God's name, ſpeak, when is the royal day? 
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 
Stan, They are; and wants but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 
Buck, Who knows the lord protector's mind herein? 


Who! is moſt inward with the noble duke ? 


Ely. Your grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
| mind. | 
Buck. We know each other's faces : for our hearts,— 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours; 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine :— 


Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in love. 


Haſt. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well; 
But, for his purpoſe in the coronation, 


I have not ſounded him, nor he deliver'd 


His gracious pleaſure any way therein : 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time; 
And in the duke's behalf I'll give my voice, 


Which, I preſume, he'll take in gentle part. 


Enter GLOSTER. 


Ely, In happy time, here comes the duke himſelf. 
Glo, My noble lords and couſins, all, good morrow: _ 
= | WS 
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I have been long a ſleeper; but, I truſt, 

My abſence doth negle& no great deſign, 

Which by my preſence might have been concluded, 
Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 


William lord Haſtings had pronounc d your part.— 


I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Than my lord Haſtings, no man might be bolder ; 
His lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well.— 
My lord of Ely, when I was laſt in Holborn, 


I ſaw good ſtrawberries in your garden there; 


I do beſeech you, ſend for ſome of them. | 
"Bly, Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 
[Exit Ely, 
_ Clo. Coukin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
[Takes him afide. 
Cateſby hath founded Hafting: in our buſineſs ; 
And finds the teſty gentleman ſo hot, 


IJ hat he will loſe his head, ere give conſent, 


His maſter's child, as worſhipfully he terms it, 
Shall loſe the royalty of England's throne. | 
Buck. Withdraw yourſelf awhile, I'll go with you. 
[ Exeunt GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAN. 
Stan. We have not yet ſet down this day of triumph. 


 To-morrow, in my judgement, is too ſudden ; 


For I myſelf am not ſo well provided, 
As elſe I would be, were the day proleng'd. 


Re-enter Biſhop of Ely. 


Ely. Where i is my lord protector? 1 have nt 
For theſe ſtrawberries. 
Haſt. His grace looks cheerfully and ſmooth this morn- 
ing; 
There's ſome conceit or other likes him 8 5 
When 
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When he doth bid good morrow with ſuch ſpirit. 

I think, there's ne'er a man in Chriſtendom, 

Can leſſer hide his love, or hate, than he; 

For by his face ſtraight ſhall you know his heart. 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 

By any likelihood he ſhow'd to-day ? | 

Haft. Marry, that with no man here he is offend-d ; 


For, were he, he had ſhown it in his looks. 


Re-enter GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAM. 


Cl. I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
That do conſpire my death with deviliſh plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellith charms ? 
Haſt. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 


Makes me moſt forward in this noble preſence 
To doom the offenders: Wholoe'er they be, 


I ſay, my lord, they have deſerved death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneſs of their evil, 

Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold, mine arm 

Is, like a blaſted ſapling, wither'd up: 

Aud this is Edward's wife, that monſtrous witch, 

Conſorted with that harlot, ſtrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hoſt. If they have done this deed, my noble lord, — 
Glo. If! thou protector of this damned ſtrumpet, 

Talk'ſt thou to me of ifs? — Thou art a traitor:— 

Off with his head: —now, by Saint Paul I ſwear, 

I will not dine until I fee the ſame.— | 


Lovel, and Cateſby, look, that it be done ;— 


The reſt, that love me, rife, and follow me. 
[ Exeunt Council, with GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAM, 
Haſt. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me; 
F 2 | For 
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or I, too fond, might have prevented this: 
Stanley did dream, the boar did raſe his helm 
But I difdain'd it, and did ſcorn to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horſe did ſtumble, 
And ſtartled, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
s loath to bear me to the ſlaughter-houſe. 
O, now I want the prieſt that ſpake to me: 
I now repent I told the purſuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies, 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And-I myſelf ſecure in grace and favour, 
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy _—_ 
1s lighted on poor Haſtings* wretched head. 
Cate. Deſpatch, my lord, the duke would be at dinner: 
Nlake a ſhort ſhrift, he longs to ſee your head. 
Hajt. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 
W ho builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken ſailor on a maſt; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 
Lov. Come, come, deſpatch ; *tis bootleſs to exclaim, 
Haſt. O, bloody Richard !—miſerable England! 
I prophecy the fearful time to thee, 
'That ever wretched age hath look'd upon.— 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ; 
They ſmile at me, who ſhortly ſhall be dead, [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE v. 
The fame, The 7 over -avalls, 


Euter GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAM, in ruſty armour, 
marwellous ill. fauour d. 


Glz, Come, couſin, canſt thou quake, and change thy 
colour? | 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, 
As if thou wert diſtraught, and mad with terror ? 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every ſide, 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a ſtraw, 
Intending deep ſuſpicion : ghaſtly looks 
Are at my ſervice, like enforced ſmiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to grace my ſtratagems. 
But what, is Cateſby gone ? 
Glo, He is; and, fee, he brings the mayor along. 


Enter the Lord Mayor and CATESBY. 


Buck, Let me alone to entertain him. Lord mayor,— 

Glo, Look to the draw- bridge there. | | | 
Buck, | Hark, hark a drum. 

Glo. Cateſby, o'erlook the walls, _ 

Buck, Lord mayor, the reaſon we have ſent for you,— 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buck, God and our innocence defend and guard us! 


F 3 Fuer 
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Enter LOVEL and RATCLIFF, wvith HASTINGS's head. 


Slo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratcliff, and Lovel. 

Lob. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, - 
The dangerous and unſuſpected Haſtings. 

C. So dear I lov'd the man, that I muſt Weep. 
I-took him for the plaineſt harmleſs't creature, 

That breath'd upon the earth a chriſtian 

Made kim my book, wherein my ſoul recorded 
The hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts: 

S0 ſmooth he daub'd his vice with ſhow of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 

I mean, his converſation with Shore's wife, — 
He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ſt ſhelter'd traitor 
That ever liv'd.—Look you, my lord mayor, | 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 

(Were't not, that by great preſervation 

We live to tell it you,) the ſubtle traitor 

This day had plotted, in the council-houſe, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloſter ? 

May. What! had he ſo? 

Glo. What! think you we are Turks, or infidels ? 
Or that we would, againſt the form of law, 

Proceed thus raſhly in the villain's death; 

But that the extreme peril of the caſe, 

The peace of England, and our perſons” ſafety, 
Enforc'd us to this execution? 

May. Now, fair befal you! he deſerv'd his death; : 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 

To warn falſe traitors from the like attempts. 
J never look'd for better at his hands, 


After he once fell in with miſtreſs Shore. 
| | Buck, 
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Buck. Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould die, 
Until your lordſhip came to ſee his end ; 

Which now the loving haſte of theſe our friends, 
Somewhat againſt our meaning, hath prevented: 
Becauſe, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor ſpeak, and timorouſly confeſs 

The manner and the purpoſe of his treaſons; 
That you might well have ſignify'd the ſame 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 7 
Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word (hall five , 
As well as I had ſeen, and heard him ſpeak : | | 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 

But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your juſt proceedings in this caſe. 

Glo. And to that end we wiſh*d your lordſhip here, | 

Jo avoid the cenſures of the carping world. 

Buck. But ſince you came too late of our intent, 

Vet witneſs what you hear we did intend : 

And ſo, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 
[Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo. Go, after, after, conln Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guidhall hies him in all poſt:— 

There, at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 

Infer the baſtardy of Edward's children: 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen, 

Only for ſaying—he would make his ſon 

Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, his houſe, 

Which, by the 105 thereof, was termed ſo. 

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 

And beſtial appetite in change of luſt ; 

Which ſtretch'd unto their ſervants, daughters, wives, 

Even where his raging eye, or ſavage heart, 

Without control, liſted to make his prey. | 
F 4 Nay, 
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Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perſon :— 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that inſatiate Edward, noble Vork, 
Ny princely father, then had wars in France; 
And, by juſt computation of the time, 
Found, that the iſſue was not his begot; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, | 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 
Yet touch this ſparingly, as 'twere far off; 
Becauſe, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 
Byck, Doubt not, my lord; I'll play the orator, 
As if the golden tee, for which I plead, 
Were for myſelf and ſo, my lord, adieu. 
Glo. If you ſthrive well, bring them to Baynard's caſtle ; 
Where you ſhall find me well accompanied, 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned biſhops. 
Buck. I go; and, towards three or four o'clock, 
Look for the news that the Guild-hall affords. 
| Exit eee 5.20 
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all ſpeed to doctor Shaw,— 
Go thou Lo Car. ] to friar Penker bid them both 
Nleet me, within this hour, at Baynard's caſtle. 
| [Exeunt LOVEL and CaTESBY. 
Now will I in, to take ſome privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of ſight ; 
And to give notice, that no manner of perſon 
Have, any time, recourſe unto the princes, ¶Extunt. 
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SCENE VI. 
A Street. 
Enter a Scrivener. 


Scriv. Here is the indictment of the gore lord Haſtings , 
Which in a ſet hand fairly is engroſs d, 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul” s. 


And mark how well the ſequel hangs together — 


Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it over, 


For yeſternight by Cateſby was it ſent me; 


The precedent was full as long a doing : 


And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv'd, 


Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 
ere's a good world the while !—Who is ſo grofs, 
That cannot ſee this palpable device ? 
Yet who ſo bold, but fays—he ſees it not? 
Bad is the world; and all will come to nought, 
When ſuch bad dealing muſt be ſeen in thought, # Ex. 


SCENE VII. 
The ſame. Court of Baynard's Caſtle. 


Enter GLOSTER, and BUCKINGHAM, meeting. 


Glo. How now, how now? what ſay the citizens ? 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, ſay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the baſtardy of Edward's children? 
Buck, I did; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France: 
The inſatiate greedineſs of his deſires, 
| | And 
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And his enforcement of the city wives; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own baſtardy,— 
As being got, your father then in France ; 
And his refemblance, being not like the duke, 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments,— 

Being the right idea of your father, 

Both in your form and nobleneſs of mind: 
Lay'd open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace, 


Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 


Indeed, left nothing, fitting for. your purpoſe, 

Untouch'd, or lightly handled, in diſcourſe. 

And, when my oratory grew to an end, | 

I bade them, that did love their country's good, 

Cry—God ſave Richard, England's reyes king ! 
Glo. And did they fo? _ 


Buck. No, fo God help me, they ſpake not a word ; 


But, like dumb ſtatuas, or breathleſs ſtones, 


Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them; 
And aſk'd the mayor, what meant this wilful filence : 


His anſwer was,—the people were not us'd 


To be ſpoke to, but by the recorder. 

Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again ;— 

Thus ſaith the duke, thus bath the duke inferr'd; 

But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf. | 
When he had done, ſome followers of mine own, 
At lower end o' the hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And ſome ten voices cry'd, God ſave king Richard! 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few,— 


Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I; 


This general applauſe, and cheerful ſhout, 
Argues your wiſdom, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 


Glo. 


| wi 
1 ö 
L 
F 


— 


8 

* 

18 
. 

1 
7. 

: 

* 

£ 3 
— 

_ 
* Fx 
e 
7 
\:o 
-Þ2 
41 
e 
- 
5 

: 55 
4 
* 
= 
3 
a 

. % 


. ee Y $f ane; KS RT 2 


In deep deſigns, in matter of great moment, 
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Gh. What tongueleſs blocks were they; Would they 


not ſpeak ? 
Will not the mayor-then, and his brethren, come? 
Buck. The mayor is here at hand; Intend ſome fear; 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 


And ſtand between two churchmen, good my lord; 


For on that ground I'll make a holy deſcant : 
And be not eaſily won to our requeſts ; 


Play the maid's part, ſtill anſwer nay, and take it. 


Glo. 1 go; And if you plead as well for them, 
As I can ſay nay to thee for myſelf, 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iſſue, 
Buck, Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor knocks. 


[Exit GLOSTER. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens. 


Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here; 


I think, the duke will not be ſpoke withal.— 


Enter, from the Coftle, Car ESB. 


Now, Cateſby ? what ſays your lord to my requeſt ? 
Cate, He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord, 


To viſit him to-morrow, or next day: 


He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation; | 
And in no worldly ſuit would he be moy'd, 
To draw him from his holy exerciſe, 
Buck. Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious duke; 
Tell him, myſelf, the mayor and aldermen, 
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No lets importing than our general good, 


Are come to have ſome conference with his grace, 
Cate. Til ſignify fo much unto him ſtraight, (Exit. 
Buck, Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward ! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 
But on his knees at meditation; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 


But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not fleeping, to engroſs his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful foul : 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himſelf the ſovereignty thereof; 


But, ſure, I fear, we ſhall ne'er-win him to it. 


May. Marry, God defend his grace ſhould ſay us nay ! 
: Buck, I fear, he will : Here Cateſby comes again ;-— 


| Re-enter CATESBY. 


Now Cateſby, what ſays his grace ? 
Cate. He wonders to what end you have aflembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
His grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck, Sorry I am, my noble couſin ſhould 


| Suſpect me, that I mean no good to him: 


By heaven, we come to him in perfect love; 


And ſo once more return and tell his grace. 
| [Exit CATESPY. 


When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence ; : 
So ſweet is zealous contemplation. 
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Enter Glos TER, in a alley; above, between beo Biſhops. | 


CaTESBY returns. 


May. See, where his grace ſtands 'tween two clergymen | 


Buck, Two props of virtue for a chriſtian prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of vanity : | 
And, fee, a hook of prayer in his hand; 
True ornaments to know a holy man .— 
Famous Plantagenet, moſt gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requeſts; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion, and right-chriſtian zeal. 
Glo. My lord, there needs no ſuch apology ; 
rather do beſeech you pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in the ſervice of my God, 
Neglect the viſitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what 1s your grace's pleaſure ? 
Buck, Even that, IT hope, which pleaſeth God above, 
And all good men of this ungovern'd ifle. - | 
Glo. I do ſuſpect, I have done ſome offence, 
That ſeems diſgracious in the city's eye 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buck, You have, my lord ; Would it might mo your 
| grace, | 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault! 
Glo. Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buck, Know, then, it is your fault, that you reſign 
The ſupreme ſeat, the throne majeſtical, 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, 
Your ſtate of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal houſe, _ 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock: 
Whilſt, in the mildneſs of your fleepy thoughts, 
6 (Which 
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(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 

The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs; 

Her face defac'd with ſcars of infamy, - _ 

Her royal ſtock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almoſt moulder d in the ſwallowing gulf 

Of dark forgetfulneſs and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure, we neartily ſolicit 

Your gracious ſelf to take on you the charge 

And kingly government of this your land : 

Not as protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain; 

But as ſucceſſively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 

For this, conſorted with the citizens, 

Vour very worſhipful and loving friends, 

And by their vehement inſtigation, 

In this juſt ſuit come I to move your grace. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 

Beſt fitteth my degree, or your condition: 

If, not to anſwer, - you might haply think, 

Tongue-ty'd ambition, not replying, yielded 

To bear the golden yoke of ſovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impoſe on me; 

If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful love to me, 

Then, on the other ſide, I check'd my friends. 

 Therefore,—to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt ; 

And then, in ſpeaking, not to incur the laſs, 

Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your love deſerves my thanks; but my deſert 

Unmeritable, ſhuns your high requeſt, 

Firſt, if all obſtacles were cut away, _ 

And that my path were even to the crown, 
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As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 

Vet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many, my defects, 

That I would rather hide me from my greatneſs, — 
Being a bark to brook no mighty ſea,— 

Than in my greatneſs covet to be hid, 


And in the vapour of my glory ſmother'd. 


But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me; 

(And much I need to help you, if need were ;) 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, | 

Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 

Will well become the ſeat of majeſty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy -ſtars,— 

Which, God defend, that I ſhould wring from him! 
Buck, My lord, this argues conſcience in your grace; 

But the reſpects thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumſtances well conſidered. 

You fay, that Edward is your brother's ſon ; 

So ſay we too, but not by Edward's wife: 

For firſt he was contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witneſs to his vow; 

And afterwards by ſubſtitute betroth'd 

To Bona, filter to the king of France. 

Theſe both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A care-craz'd mother to a many ſons, 

A beauty-waning and diſtreſſed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her beſt days, 

Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 

To baſe declenſion and leath'd bigamy: 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got | 

This Edward, whom our manners call—the prince. 


More 
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More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 

Save that, for reverence to ſome alive, 

I give a ſparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal ſelf 

This proffer'd benefit of dignity: _ 

If not to bleſs us and the land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble anceftry 

From the corruption of abuſing time, 

Unto a lineal true-derived courſe; 
May. Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat you. 
Buck, Refuſe not, Winder lord, this proffer'd love. 
Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful ſuit, 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap thoſe cares on me ? 

I am unfit for ſtate and majeſty :— 

J do beſeech you, take it not amiſs; 

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck, If you refuſe it,—as in love and zeal, 

Loath to depoſe the child, your brother's ſon ; 

As well we know your tenderneſs of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, _ 

Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 

And equally, indeed, to all eſtates, — 

Vet know, whe'r you accept our ſuit or no, 

Your brother's ſon ſhall never reign our king ; 

But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 

To the diſgrace and downfal of your houſe. 

And, in this reſolution, here we leave you ;j— 

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 


[Exeunt BUCKINGHAM and Citizens. 
Cate. Call them again, ſweet prince, accept their ſuit ; 


If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 
Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares? 
Well, call them again; I am not made of ſtone, 
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But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Exit CATE BY. 
Albeit againſt my conſcience and my ſoul.— 


Re-enter BUCKINGHAM, and the reſt, 
Couſin of Buckingham,—and ſage, grave men,— 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To bear her burden, whe'r I will, or no, 
I muſt have patience to endure the load : 
But if black ſcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 
Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 
Your mere enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof ; 
For God he knows, and you may partly ſee, 
How far I am from the deſire of this. 
May. God bleſs your grace! we ſee it, and will fay it. 
Glo. In ſaying ſo, you ſhall but fay the truth. 
Buck, Then I ſalute you with this royal title,. 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy 22 
All. Amen. 
Buck. To- morrow may it pleaſe you to be crown'd ? 
Glo. Even when you pleaſe, ſince you will have it ſo. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your grace; 
And ſo, moſt joyfully, we take our leave. 
Glo, Come, let us to our holy work again. 


| [To the Biſhops. 
Farewell, good couſin ; farewell, gentle friends, [ Exent. 


G ACT i 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Before the Tower. 


Enter, on one fide, Queen ELIZABETH, Ducheſs of York, 
and Marquis , Dorſet; on the other, ANNE Ducheſs of 
Gloſter, leading Lady MARGARET ee : 
© CLARENCE s young daughter. 


Duch. Who meets us here my niece Plantagenet 


Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloſter ? 
| Now, for my life, ſhe's wand'ring to the Tower, 


On pure heart's love, to greed the ner prince.— 


Daughter, well met. . 


Anne. S8 0d give your graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day! 
9. Eliz. As much to you, good ſiſter! Whither away ? 
Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I gueſs, | 
Upon the like devotion as yourſelves, 


To gratulate the gentle princes there. 


2, Elix. Kind ſiſter, thanks; we'll enter all together: 


Enter BRAKENBURY. 


. 3 3 | | 
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 


Maier lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 


How doth the prince, and my young ſon of York ? 


Brat. Right well, dear madam : By your patience, 7 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit them ; | 5 
The king hath ſtrictly charg*d the contrary, 4 

A. Eliz. The king? who's that ? BF; 
Brak. mean, the lord protector. x 
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©. Elix. The Lord protect him from that kingly title ' 


Hath he ſet bounds between their love, and me? 


I am their mother, Who ſhall bar me from them ? 
Duch, J am their father's mother, I will ſee them. 
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother: 
Then bring me to their fights; I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on my perl. . 
Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it ſoz 


IJ am bound by onth, and therefore pardon me. 


[Exit BRAKENBURY. 


Enter STANLEY. 


Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll falute your grace of York as mother, 
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens.— 
Come, madam, you maſt ſtraight to Weſtminſter. 

| [To the Ducheſs of Gloſter. 

There to be crowned Richard's royal queen, 

Q: Eliz, Ah, cut my lace aſunder ! 
That my pent heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elſe I ſwoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne, Deſpiteful tidings! O unpleaſing news! 

Dor. Be of good cheer: Mother, how fares your grace? 

9. Eli. O Dorſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and deſtruction dog thee at the heels; 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children : 


If thou wilt outſtrip death, go croſs the ſeas, 
And hve with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this ſlaughterhouſe, 


Leſt thou encreaſe the number of the dead; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's 9” "IA 


Nor mother, wife, nor England' s counted queen. 


Stan, Full of wiſe care is this your counſel, madam :— 
G 2 | Take 
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Take all the ſwift advantage of the hours; 
You ſhall have letters from me to my ſon 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwiſe delay. 
Duch. O ill-diſperſing wind of miſery !— 
O my accurſed womb, the bed of death ; 
A cockatrice haſt thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whoſe unavoided eye is murderous ! 
Stan. Come, madam, come; I in all haſte was ſent. 
Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go.— 
O, would to God, that the incluſive verge 
Of golden metal, that muſt round my brow, 
Were red-hot ſteel, to ſear me to the broin ! 
| Anointed let me be with deadly venom; _ 
And die, ere men can ſay - God fave the queen! 
2, FEliz. Go, go, poor ſoul, I envy not thy glory; 
To feed my humour, wiſh thyſelf no harm, 
Anne. No! why? - When he, that is my huſband now, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corlſe 
When ſca: -e the blood was well waſh'd from his hands, 
Which iffu'd from my other angel huſband, 
And that dead faint which then I weeping follow'd; 
, when, I ſay, I look'd on Richard's face, 
This was my wiſh, — Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, 
For making me, ſo young, ſo old a <yidow ! | 
And, avhen thou aved'ft, let ſorrow haunt thy bed; 
Auil be thy avife (if any be ſo mad) 
More miſerable by the life of thee, 
Than thou haſt made me by my dear lord's death ! 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curſe again, | 
Even in fo ſhort a ſpace, my woman's heart 
Groſsly grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubject of mine own ſoul's curſe: 
Which ever ſince hath held mine eyes from reſt ; 
| | For 
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For never yet one hour in his bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of ſleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was ſtill awak'd. 

Beſides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 

And will, no doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. 
2. Fliz. Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than with my ſoul I mourn for yours. 
Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory! 
Anne. Adieu, poor ſoul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it! 
Duch, Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 


thee !— | [To DOoRSERT. 
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee !— | 
[To ANNE, 


Go thou to @nftuary, and good thoughts poſſeſs thee ! 


(To Q. ELIZABETH, 
I to my grave, where peace and reſt lie with me 


Eighty odd years of ſorrow have I ſeen, 
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 


Q: Elix. Stay yet; look back, with me, unto the Tower.- _ 
Pity, you ancient ſtones, thoſe tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls! 
Rough cradle for ſuch little pretty ones! 
Rude ragged nurſe ! old ſullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, uſe my babies well! : 
So fooliſh ſorrow bids your ſtones farewell. [ Exeunt., 


SCENE II. 
A Room of fate in the Palace. 


Flouriſh of trumpets, Ricuar, as king upon his . 1 


BUCKINGHAM, CATESBY, @ Page, and Others, 


K. Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham, — 
G 3 Buck, 
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Buck, My gracious ſovereign. 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, vs thy advice, 


| 1 thy aſſiſtance, is king Richard ſeated ;— 


But ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day? 
Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them > 
Buck. still live they, and for ever let them laſt! | 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed. 
Young Edward lives ;—Think now what I would ſpeak, 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I ſay, I would be king. 
Buck. Why, ſo you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 
K. Rich. Ha! am 1 king ? *Tis ſo: but * lives, 
Buck, True, noble prince. 0 | 
K. Rich. O bitter conſequence, 
That Edward till ſhould live, true, noble prince !— 
Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſo dull ;— 


o 


Shall I be plain? I wiſh the baſtards dead; 


And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 
What fay'ſt thou now? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleaſure. | 
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindneſs freezes ; 
Say, have I thy conſent, that they ſhall die? 
Buck, Give me ſome breath, ſome little pure, , dear lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: WW: 
J will . your grace immediately. 


[Exit Bucxinchau. 
Cate. The king is angry; ſee, he gnaws his lip. [4/ide. 


K. Rich. I will converſe with iron-witted fools, 
[deſcends from his throne. 
And n boys; none are for me, 
That look into me with conſiderate eyes. 


High- reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect.— 
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Page. My lord, | | 
K. Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a cloſe exploit of death ? 
Page. I know a diſcontented gentleman, 
Whoſe humble means match not his haughty mind: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
K. Rich. What is his name? 


Page. FO His name, my lord, i5—Tyrrel. 
K. Rich, IJ partly know the man; Go, call him hither, 
boy.— [Exit Page. 


The deep- revolving witty Buckingham 


No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſels: 


| Hath he ſo long held out with me untir'd, 
And ſtops he now for breath ?—well, be it ſo.— 


Enter STANLEY. 


How now, lord nay] ? what s the news ? 
Stan. Know, my loving lord, 


. The marquis Dorſet, as I hear, is fled 


To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 
K. Rich. Come hither, Cateſby : rumour it abroad, 


That Anne my wife is very grievous ſick ; 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe. 
| Enquire me out ſome mean-born gentleman, 


Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence* daughter ;— 
The boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him.— 
Look, how thou dream'f !—I fay again, give out, 


That Anne my queen is ſick, and like to die: 


About it; for it ſtands me much upon, 


To ſtop all hopes, whoſe * may Nr . me.— 


[ Exit CATESBY. 
I muſt be my d to my brother” s daughter, 
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Or elſe my kingdom ſtands on brittle glaſs ;— 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain! But I am in 

So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin. 
Tear- falling pity dwells not in this eye.— 


Re-enter Page, with TYRREL. 


Is thy name—Tyrrel ? 
Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your moſt obedient ſubject. 


| K. Rich. Art thou, indeed? 


Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 
E. Rich. Dar'ſt thou reſolve to kill a friend of mine ? 
Tyr. Pleaſe you; but I had rather kill two enemies. 
K, Rich. Why, then thou haſt it; two deep enemies, 
Foes to my reſt, and my ſweet ſleep's diſturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon : 
Tyrrel, I mean thoſe baſtards in the Tower. 
Jr. Let me have open means to come to them, 


And ſoon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 


K. Rich. Thou ſing'ſt ſweet muſick. Hark, come hither, 
| Tyrrel ; 
Go, by this token: — Riſe, and lend thine ear: Whiſpers. | 
There is no more but ſo :—Say, it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tyr, I will deſpatch it ſtraight. 15 [Extty 


Re-enter E | 


Buck. My lord, I have conſider'd in my mind 


The late demand that you did found me in. 


K. Rich. Well, let that reſt. Dorlſet is fled to Packed. 

| Buck. I hear the news, my lord. | 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's ſon ;—Well, leak to it. 
6 Buck, 
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Buck, My lord, I claim the gift, wy due by promiſe, 


For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 


The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 

Buck. What ſays your highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 

K. Rich. I do remember me,—Henry the ſixth 
Did prophecy, that Richmond ſhould be king, 


When Richmond was a little peeviſh Py 


A king ! —perhaps— 

Buck, My lord, — 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I ſhould kill him? 

Buck. My lord, your promiſe for the earldom, — 

K. Rich, Richmond hen laſt I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courteſy ſhow'd me the caſtle, 
And call'd it—Rouge-mont : at which name, I ftarted ; 
Becauſe a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I ſhould not live long after I ſaw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord, — | 

K. Rich, Ay, what's o'clock ? 

Buck. | I am thus bold 


To put your grace in mind of what you promis 'd: me. 


K. Rich, Well, but what 1s't o'clock ? 


Buck. | | Upon the ſtroke 
Of ten. RE Ka | 

K. Rich, Well, let it t ſtrike. 

Buck. Why let it ſtrike? 


K. Rich, Becauſe that, like a jack, thou keep'ſt the ſtroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
J am not in the giving vein to-day. 


Buck, Why, then reſolve me whe” r you will, or no. 
K. Rich. 
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K. Rich, Thou troubleſt me; I am not in the vein. 
| CExeunt King RICHARD and Train. 
Back, And is it thus? repays he my deep ſervice 
With ſuch contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
O, let me think on Haſtings; and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Extt, 


The ſame, 
Enter TrRREL. 


The: The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 

The moſt arch deed of piteous maſſacre, 

That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton, and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 

To do this piece of ruthleſs butchery, 

Albeit they were fleſh'd villains, bloody dogs, 

Melting with tenderneſs and mild compaſſion, 

Wept like two children, in their death's ſad ſtory. 

O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes, — 

Thus, thus, quoth Forreſt, girdling one another 

Within their alabaſter innocent arms : 

Their lips were four red roſes on a ſtalk, 

Which, in their ſummer beauty, kiſs'd each other. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay; 

Which once, quoth Forreſt, almoſt chang'd my wink 

But, O, the dewil—there the villain ſtopp'd ; 

When Dighton thus told on, —wwe ſmothered 2 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet work of nature, 

That, from the prime creation, e er ſhe fram'd.— 

Hence both are gone with conſcience and remorſe, | 
| They 
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They could not ſpeak ; and fo I left them both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 


Enter King RICHARD. 


And here he comes: — All health, my ſovereign lord! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel l am I happy in thy news? 
Hr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 

Beget your happineſs,” be happy: then, 

For it is done. c 
k. Rich, But didſt thou ſee them dead ? ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord, 
K. Rich. And buried, FEW Tyrrel ? 
Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; 

But where, to ſay the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, ſoon at after ſupper, 

When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their death, 

Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 


And be inheritor of thy deſire. 


Farewell, till then. 
The. -* I humbly take my leave. [ Exit. 
K. Rich. The ſon of Clarence have I pen'd up cloſe; 


His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage; 


The ſons of Edward ſleep in Abraham's boſom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer, 


Enter CATESBY. 


Cate. My lord,— 
| K . Rich, 
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K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com'ſt in ſo 

bluntly? ? 

Cate. Bad news, my lord; Morton is fled t to Richmond; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welſhmen, 

Is in the field, and ſtill his power encreaſetn. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his raſh-levied ſtrength. 
Come, — I have learn'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden ſervitor to dull delay; 

Delay leads impotent and ſnail- pac'd beggary: 

Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king! 

Go, muſter men: My counſel is my ſhield; 

We muſt be brief, when. traitors are the field, r Exeunt. 


4 


SCENE Iv. 
The ſame. Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen MARGARET. 

2. Mar. So, now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in theſe confines flily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witneſs to, 
And will to France ; hoping, the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. _ 
__ Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes here? 


Etter Queen ELIZABETH, and the Ducheſs of York. 


2. Flix. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing ſweets ! 
1 Ir 
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If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation! 
Q: Mar, Hover about her; ſay, that right for right 


Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night. 


Duch. So many miſeries have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute. — 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 


2: Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 


Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 
9. Eliz, Wilt thou, O God, fly from ſuch gentle lambs, 


And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didſt thou fleep, when ſuch a deed was done? 


9. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my ſweet ſon. 
Duch, Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal-living ghoſt, 


Woe's ſcene, world's ſhame, grave's due by life uſurp'd, 


Brief abſtra& and record of tedious days, 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful earth, [ Sitting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 

Q: Eliz. Ah, that thou would'ſt as ſoon afford a grave, 
As thou canſt yield a melancholy ſeat ; | 
Then would I hide my bones, not reſt them here ! 

Ab, who hath any cauſe to mourn, but we ? 
[ Sitting down by her. 

2 Mar. If ancient ſorrow be moſt reverent, 

Give mine the benefit of ſeniory, 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If ſorrow can admit ſociety, [ Sttting down with them. 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine: 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd os" 


I had a huſband, till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 


Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 
| Duch. 


To have him ſuddenly convey'd from hence ;— 
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Ducb. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him; 
T had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. 
Q Mar. Thou hadiſt a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd 
him. 


From forth the kennel of thy womb hath won 


A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death: 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle Llood ;* 


That foul defacer of God's handy-work ; 


That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping ſouls, 

Thy womb let looſe, to chaſe us to our graves. . 
O upright, juſt, and true-diſpoſing God, 


How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 


Preys on the iſſue of his mother's body, 
And makes her pew- fellow with others“ moan! 
Duch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes; 
God witneſs with me, I have wept for thine. 
L. Mar. Bear with me; I am hungry for revenge, 


And now I cloy me with beholding it. 


Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 
Young York he is but boot, becauſe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loſs. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ſtabb'd my Edward; 
And the beholders of this tragick play, 

The adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, 6 


_ Untimely ſmother'd in their duſky graves. 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer 


Only reſerv'd their factor, to buy ſouls, 

And ſend them thither: But at hand, at hand, 
Enſues his piteous and unpitied end: 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, ſaints pray, 
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Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live to ſay, The dog is dead ! 


2, Elix. O, thou didſt prophecy, the time would come, 


That I ſhould wiſh for thee to help me curſe 


That bottled ſpider, that foul bunch-back'd toad. | 
Q: Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flouriſh of my fortune; 

I call'd thee then, poor ſhadow, painted queen: 

The preſentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direful pageant, 


One heav'd a high, to be hurl'd down below: 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes; 


A dream of what thou waſt; a gariſh flag, 
To be the aim of every dangerous ſhot 
A ſign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 


A queen in jeſt, only to fill the ſcene. 


Where is thy huſband now? where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy two ſons ? wherein doſt thou joy ? 
Who ſues, and kneels, and ſays—God fave the queen? 


Where be the bending peers that flatter*d thee ? 
| Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ? 


Decline all this, and ſee what now thou art, 
For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 


For one being ſued to, one that humbly ſues ; 


For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care : | 
For one that ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; 


For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none, 


Thus hath the courſe of juſtice wheel'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to mine 
Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 


. To torture thee the more, being what thou art, 


Thou didſt uſurp my place, And doſt thou not 
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Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke ; 
From which even here I flip my wearied head, 
And Jae the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York's wife, —and queen of ſad miſchance,. 
Theſe Englith woes ſhall make me ſmile in France. 

Q: Elix. O thou well ſkill'd in curſes, ftay a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 

Q: Mar, Forbear to ſleep the night, and faſt the day 3 1 
Compare dead happineſs with living woe; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
And he, that ſlew them, fouler than he is: 
Bettering thy loſs makes the bad - cauſer worſe ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curſe. 
: Flix. My words are _ 0. * them with 


thine! 
I: Mar. Thy woes will make them ſharp, and pierce 
like mine. 5 [Exit Q. MARGARET. 


Duch. Why ſhould calamity be full of words ? 

Q Flix. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 
Airy ſucceeders of inteſtate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miſeries ! 
Let them have ſcope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing elſe, yet do they eaſe the heart. 

Duch, If fo, then be not tongue-ty'd : go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words let's ſmother 

My damned ſon, that thy two ſweet ſons ſmother' d. 


[Drum, within. 
I hear his drum,—be copious in exclaims, 


Enter King R1CHARD, and his Train, marching. 


K. Rich, Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 
Ducb. O, ſhe, that might have intercepted thee, 
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By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed womb, 
From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou haſt done. 

9. Eli. Hid'ſt thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 
The ſlaughter of the prince that ow d that crown, 

And the dire death of my poor ſons, and brothers? 
Tell me, thou viilain-flave, where are my children? 

Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 

Clarence ? | 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his ſon ? 

Q. Elix. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 

Buch. Where is kind Haſtings? 

EK. Rich. A flouriſh, trumpets! —ſtrike alarum, drums! 
Let not the heavens hear theſe tell. tale women 


Rail on the Lord's anointed : Strike, I fay.— 


( Elouriſh, Alarums, 

Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations, 

Duch, Art thou my ſon ? 

K. Rich. Ay; I thank God, my father, and yourſelE: 

Duch, Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 


That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 


Duch. O, let me ſpeak. | 

K. Rich. Do, then; but I'll not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in haſte, 

Duch. Art thou ſo haſty ? J have ſtaid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'ſt it well, 
Thou cam'ſt on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A. grievous burden was thy birth to me; 
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_ Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy ſchool-days, frightful, deſperate, wild, ind Gates ; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me in thy company? 
K. Rich. Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that call'd 
„„ |. 
To breakfaſt once, forth of my company. 
It I be fo diſgracious in your ſight, | 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam.— 
Strike up the drum. | 
Dauch. I pr'ythee, hear me ſpeak. 
K. Rich, You ſpeak too bitterly. 
Duch. Hear me a word; 
For I ſhall never ſpeak to thee * 
K. Rich, So. 
Duch, Either thou wilt die, by God's juſt ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age ſhall periſh, 
And never look upon thy face again, | 
Therefore, take with thee my moſt heavy curſe ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'ſt ! 
My prayers on the adverſe party fight ; 
And there the little ſouls of Edward's children 
Whiſper the ſpirits of thine enemies, 
And promiſe them ſucceſs and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end; | 
Shame ſerves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [ Exit. 
2, Elia. Though far more cauſe, yet much leſs ſpirit 


| to curſe 
Abides in me; I ſay amen to her. | (Going. 
RES >. | K. Rich, 
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K. Rich. Stay, madam, I muſt ſpeak a word with yov. 
2. Elix. I have no more ſons of the royal blood, 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard,— 
They ſhall be praying nuns, not weeping queens z 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 
| K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd—El:zabeth, 
1 Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 
2 9. Eliz. And muſt ſhe die for this? O, let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her manners, ſtain her beauty; 
Slander myſelf, as falſe to Edward's bed 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding ſlaughter, 
I will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royal blood. 
2. Eli. To fave her life, I'll ſay—ſhe is not ſo. 
K. Rich, Her life is ſafeſt only in her birth. 
9. Elix. And on ly in that ſafety died her brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good ſtars were oppoſite. 
2. Eli. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of deſtiny. 
: 9. Elig. True, when avoided grace makes deſtiny : 
© My babes were deſtin'd to a fairer death, 
1 If grace had bleſs'd thee with a fairer life. 
K. Rich. You ſpeak, as if that I had ſlain my couſins. 
L. Elin. Couſins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whoſe hands ſoever lanc'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction: | 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, : 
| To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that ſtill uſe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy ears not name my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes; 


H 2 And 
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And I, in ſuch a deſperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft, 
- Ruſh all to pieces on thy rocky boſom. 
K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous ſucceſs of bloody wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd! 
2. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the face of heaven, 
To be diſcover'd, that can do me good? 
K. Rich, The advancement of your children, gentle lady. 
9. Eliz. Up to ſome ſcaffold, there to loſe their heads? 
K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 2 5 
2. Ex. Flatter my ſorrows with report of it; 
Tell me, what ſtate, what dignity, what 3 
Canſt thou deniſe to any child of mine? 
AK. Rich. Even all I have; ay, and myſelf and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoul 
_ Thou drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
Which, thou ſuppoſeſt, I have done to thee. 
9. Eli. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 
Laſt longer telling than thy kindneſs' date. 
K. Rich. Then know, that, from my ſoul, I love thy 
daughter. 
9. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her ſoul, 
K. Rich. What do you tlynk ? 
9. Eliz. That thou doſt love my daughter, from thy 
ſoul: 
So, from thy ſoul's love, didſt thou love her beet ; 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it. 
K. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning: 
I mean, that with my ſoul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 


9. Elia. 
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9, Elix. Well then, who doſt thou mean ſhall be her 
king? 

K. Rich, Even he, that makes her queen; Who elſe 
ſhould be ? 

Q. Elz. What, thou? 

EK. Rich. Even ſo: What think you of it, 

nas ? 

9. Eli. How canſt thou woo her? 


K. Rich. | That I would learn of you, 


As one being beſt 3 with her humour. 

9. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me? 

. | Madam, with all my heart, 

Q: Eliz. Send to her, by the man that flew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave, 

Edward, and York ; then, haply, will ſhe weep : 

Therefore preſent to her,—as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, fteep'd in Rutland's bload,— 
A handkerchief; which, ſay to her, did drain 
The purple ſap from her ſweet brother's body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds; 
Tell her, thou mad'ſt away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers; ay, and, for her ſake, 
Mad'ſt quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam RING is not the way 
To win your daughter, 

9. Eliz. There is no other way; 
Unleſs thou could'ſt put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her? 

9. Eliz, Nay, then indeed, the cannot chooſe but have 

thee, 
Having bought love with ſuch a bloody foal, 
H 3 K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now amended ; 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, | 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent. 

Tf I did take the kingdom from your ſons, 

To make amends, I' give it to your daughter. 
It J have kill d the iſſue of your womb, 

To quicken your increaſe, I will beget 

Maine iſſue of your blood upon your daughter, 
A grandam's name 1s little leſs in love, 


Than is the doting title of a mother; 


They are as children, but one ſtep below, 
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain,—ſave for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 


Tour children were vexation to your youth, 


But mine ſhall be a comfort to your age. 

The loſs, you have, is but—a ſon being king, 
And, by that loſs, your daughter 1s made queen, 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 

Dorſet your ſon, that, with a fearful ſoul, 

Leads diſcontented ſteps in foreign ſoil, 

This fair alliance quickly ſhall call home 

To high promotions and great dignity : 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter, -wife, 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet—brother ; 
Again ſhall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of diſtreſsful times 

Repair'd with double riches of content. 
What! we have many goodly days to ſee : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have ſhed, 
Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl ; 
Advantaging their loan, with intereſt 

Of ten-times-double gain of happineſs. 


Go 


„ I. 
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Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go; 
Make bold her baſhful years with your experience; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale; 
Put in her tender heart the aſpiring flame 
Of golden ſov'reignty; acquaint the princeſs 
With the ſweet ſilent hours of marriage joys; 
And when this arm of mine hath chaſtiſed _ 
The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed; 
To whom I will retail my conqueſt won, 
And ſhe ſhall be ſole victreſs, Cæſar's Cæſar. 
2. Eliz, What were I beſt to ſay ? her father's brother 
Would be her lord? Or ſhall I ſay, her uncle? 
Or, he that ſlew her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title ſhall T woo for thee, 
'That God, the law, my honour, and her love, 
Can make ſeem pleafing to her tender years ? 
K. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 
9. Eliz. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting war, 
K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, en- 
treats, 
9. Elig. That at her hands, which the king's King 
forbids. | 
K. Rich. Say, ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty queen. 
9. Eliz, To wail the title, as her mother doth, 
K. Rich, Say, I will love her everlaſtingly. 
; Eliz, But how long ſhall that title, ever, laſt? 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 
Q: Eliz. But how long fairly ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 
K. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, lengthens it. 
Q. Eliz, As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 
K. Rich. Say I, her ſov'reign, am her ſubject low. 
9. Eliz, But ſhe, your ſubject, loaths ſuch ſov'reignty. 
H 4 7 K. Rich, 
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K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her, 
A Ehz, An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 
K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving tale. 
9. Llix. Plain, and not honeſt, is too harſh a ſtyle. 
K. Rich. Your reaſons are too ſhallow and too quick. 
9. Eliz. O, no, my reaſons are too deep and dead ;— 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves, 
K. Rich. Harp not on that ftring, madam ; that is paſt. 
9. Elig. Harp on it ſtill ſhall N till heart- ing. break. 
K. Rich, Now, by my george, my garter, and my 
croun | 
9. Elix. Profan'd, diſhonour'd, and the third uſurp' d. 
K. Rich. I ſwear. 
9. Elix. By nothing; for this is no cath. 
Thy george, profan'd, hath loſt his holy honour; 
Thy garter, blemiſh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue ; 
Thy crown, uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his kingly gory 
If ſomething thou would ſwear to be believ'd, 
Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd. 
K. Rich. Now by the world, — 


9. Eliz. _ *Tis full of thy foul wrongs, 
K. Rich. My father's death, — 

Q: Eliz. Thy life hath that diſhonour'd. 
K. Rich. Then, by myſelf, — 

9. Flix. Thyſelf is ſelf-miſ-us'd. 
K. Rich, Why then, by God,— 

9. Eli. God's wrong is moſt of all. 


If thou had'ſt fear'd to break an oath by him, 


The unity, the king thy brother made, 
Had not been broken, nor my brother ſlain. 
If thou had'ſt fear d to break an oath by him, 


The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here, 


Which 
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Which now, two tender bed-fellows for duſt, 


Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 


What canſt thou ſwear by now? 

K. Rich. y the time to come. 

2. Eliz. That thou haſt wronged in the time o er- paſt; 
For I myſelf have many tears to waſh 
Hereafter time, for time paſt, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whoſe parents thou haſt ſlaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age: 
'The parents live, whoſe children thou haſt butcher'd, 


Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 


Swear not by time to come; for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'er-palt. 

K. Rich, As I intend to proſper, and repent ! 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoſtile arms ! myſelf myſelf confound ! 


Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours! 
Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, oy reſt ! 


Be oppoſite all planets of good luck 

To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 
In her conſiſts my happineſs, and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myſelf, and thee, 
Herſelf, the land, and many a chriſtian ſoul, 
Death, deſolation, ruin, and decay : 

It cannot be avoided, but by this; 


It will not be avoided, but by this. 


Therefore, dear mother, (I muſt call you ſo,) 
Be the attorney of my love to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve : 
Urge the neceſſity and ſtate of times, 

And be not peeviſh found in great deſigns. 


Q. Elz, 
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Q: Eli. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 
2: Eliz, Shall I forget myſelf, to be myſelf? 

K. Rich. Ay, if your ſelf's remembrance wrong your- 

ſelf. 

9. Eliz. But thou didſt kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them: 
Where, in that neſt of ſpicery, they ſhall breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture. 

2, Elix. Shall IJ go win my daughter to thy will? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

9. Elix. I go. Write to me very ſhortly, 

And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiſs, and 10 farewell. 
| (Xing her. Exit Q. ELIZABETH, 
Relenting fool, and alle; e | 
How now? what news? 


Enter RATCLIFP ; CarEsBY following, 


Rat, Moſt Wide ſovereign, on the weſtern coaſt 
Rideth a puiſſant navy; to the ſhore | 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unreſolv'd to beat them back: 

»Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral ; 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 

| Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. _ 

" K. Rich. Some light-foot friend poſt to the Guke of 
ol Norfolk. 

ml | Ratclif, thyſelf, —or Cateſpy; where is he? 

bs | Cate. Here, my good lord. 5 

| K. Rich, Caateſby, fly to the duke. 
3 Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haſte, 

4 K. Rich. Natelik, come hither: Poſt to Saliſbury a 

uf When 
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When thou com'ſt eee unmindful villain, 
[To CATESBT. 

Why ſtay'ſt thou here, and go ſt not to the duke ? 

Cate. Firſt, mighty liege, tell me your highneſs' plea- 

ſure, 

What from your grace I ſhall deliver to him. | 

K. Rich. O, true, good Cateſby ;—Bid him levy frraight 
The greateſt ſtrength and power he can make, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Saliſbury. 
Cate. I go. „„ 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Saliſbury ? 
K. Rich. Why, what would'ſt thou do there, before 8 

go? 

Rat, Your highneſs told me, I ſnould poſt before. 


Enter STANLEY, 


K. Rich. My mind is chang'd.—Stanley, what news with 
you? 
Stan. None good, my liege, to pleaſe you with the 
hearing; 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. 
K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle! neither good, nor bad! 
What need'ſt thou run ſo many miles about, 
When thou may'ſt tell thy tale the neareſt way? 
Once more, what news? 
Stan. | Richmond is on the ſeas. 
k. Rich. There let him fink, and be the ſeas on him! 
' White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there? 
Stan. I know not, mighty ſovereign, hut by gueſs, 
K. Rich. Well, as you guels ? * 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? ? 1s the ſword unſway*d ? 
Is 
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Is the king dead? the empire unpoſſeſs'd ? 
What heir of York is there alive, but we? 
And who is England's king, but great York's heir? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the ſeas ? 
Stan. Unleſs for that, my liege, I cannot gueſs. 
K. Rich, Unleſs for that he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot gueſs wherefore the Welſhman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore miſtruſt me not. 
K. Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 
Are they not now upon the weſtern ſhore, 
Safe-cõnducting the rebels from their ſhips ? 
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me: What do they in the 
north, 
When they ſhould ſerve their ſovereign i in the weſt ? 
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty ma. 
Pleaſeth your majeſty to give me leave, | 
' I'll muſter up my friends; and meet your grace, 
Where, and what time, your majeſty ſhall pleaſe. _ 
K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldſt be gone to join with 
Richmond : 
T will nat truſt you, fir. 
Stan. Moſt mighty ſovereign, 
You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtful : | 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 
K. Rich. Well, go, muſter men. But, hear you, leave 
behind | ES 
Your ſon, Gearge Stanley : look your heart be firm, 
Or elſe his head s aſſurance is but trail. 
Stan, So deal with him, as I prove true to you, 
[Exit STANLEY. 


* 


Enter 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My gracious baren now in Devonſhire, 
As I by friends am well advertiſed, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his elder brother, | 


With many more confederates, are in arms. 


Enter another Meſſen ger. 


2 Meſ. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are in arms; 


And every hour more competitors. 


Flock to the rebels, and their Zn grows ſtrong. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


3 Meſ. My lord, the army of great Buckin 8 
K. Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but ſongs of death ? > 
[ He ſtrikes bim. 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 
3 Meſ. The news I have to tell your majeſty, 
Is, —that, by ſudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd; 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. | 
TX, Des, O, I cry you mercy : 
There is my purſe, to cure that blow of thine, 
Hath any well-adviſed friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 
3 Meſ. Such proclamation hath been made, my liege. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


4 = Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorſet, 
"08 
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"Tis ſaid, my liege, in Yorkſhire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bring I to your highneſs,— 
The Bretagne navy is diſpers'd by tempeſt: 
Richmond, in Derſetſhire, ſent out a boat 

Unto the ſhore, to aſk thoſe on the banks, 

If they were his aſſiſtants, yea, or no; 

Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, miſtruſting them, 


Hois'd ſail, and made his courſe again for Bretagne. 


K. Rich. March on, march on, ſince we are up in arms; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Vet to beat down theſe rebels here at home. 


Enter CATESBY. 


Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beſt news; That the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 


Is colder news, but yet they muſt be told. 


K. Rich. Away towards Saliſbury; while we reaſon here, 
A royal battle might be won and loſt ;— | 


Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Saliſbury z— the reſt march on with me. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
A Room in Lord Stanley's Houſe, 
Enter STANLEY and Sir CHRISTOPHER VROWIOKs 


Stan. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me: 
That, in the ſty of this moſt bloody boar, 
My ſon George Stanley is frank'd up in hold; 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head; 
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The fear of that withholds my preſent aid. 


But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 


Chriſ. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-weſt, in Wales. 
Stan. What men of name reſort to him? 

Chriſ. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned ſoldier ; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley ; | 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir James Blunt, 


And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 


And many other of great fame and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their courſe, 
It by the way they be not fought withal. 
Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord; commend me to him; 
Tell him, the queen hath heartily conſented 
He ſhall eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter. 
'Theſe letters will reſolve him of my mind. 


Farewell. [Gives papers to Sir CH RISTOPHER, Fxeunt, 
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1 1 KING RICHARD 111. Ad v. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Saliſbury. An open Place. 


Enter the Sheriff, aud Guard, wwith BUCKINGHAM, led 10 
| execution. | 


Buck. Will not king Richard let me ſpeak with him? 
Sher. No, my good lord; therefore be patient. 
| Buck. Haſtings, and Edward's children, Rivers, Grey, 
Holy king Henry, and thy fair ſon Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injuſtice ; 
If that your moody diſcontented ſouls 
Do through the clouds behold this preſent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my deſtruction! - 
This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not? 
Sher. It is, my lord. | 
Buck, Why, then All-Souls' day is my body's doomſday. 
This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wiſh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his children, or his wife's allies : 
This is the day, wherein I wiſh'd to fall 
By the falſe faith of him whom moſt I truſted ; 
This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful ſoul, 
Is the determin'd reſpite of my wrongs. 
That high All-ſeer which I dally'd with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 
And given in earneſt what I begg'd in jeſt. 
Thus doth he force the ſwords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their maſters* boſoms ; 
Thus Margaret's curſe falls heavy on my neck,— 


When 
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When he, quoth ſhe, Hall ſplit thy heart with 288 
Remember Margaret was a propheteſs.— 
Come, firs, convey me to the block of ſhame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, an and blame the due of blame. 
| | [Exeunt BUCKINGHAM, Sc. 


- SCENE II. 


: Plain near Tamworth. 


- ge. SS We. « - 


Enter, with drum and colours, RICHMOND, OXFORD, Sir 
JaMES BLUNT, Sir WALTER HERBERT, and Others, 
With forces, marching. 
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Richm. Fellows in arms, and my moſt loving friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
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Have we march'd on without impediment ; | 
And here receive we from our father Stanley | | 


Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and uſurping boar, 

That ſpoil'd your ſummer fields, and fruitful vines, 
Swills your warm blood like waſh, and makes his trough 
In your embowell'd boſoms,—this foul ſwine _ | 
Lies now even in the centre of this iſle, 

Near to the town of Leiceſter, as we learn : | 

From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 


In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 


To reap the harveſt of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp war. 

Oxf. Every man's conſcience is a thouſand ſrords, 
To fight againſt that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 
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Let us ſurvey the vantage of the ground; 


114 KING RICHARD II. Av. 


Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends for fear; 


Which, in his deareſt need, will fly from him. 


Richm. All for our . N 28. in God's name, | 


march : 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with ſwallow's wings, 
Kings it makes gods, ang meaner Creatures kings. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
Boſworth Field. 


Enter King RicnARD, and forces; the Duke of No RFOLK , 
Earl of SU RREY, and Others, © 


K. Rich, Here pitch our touts, even here in Boſworth 


field.— 
My lord of Surrey, why look you ſo fad? 
Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 
K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk, — 


Nor. | Here, moſt gracious liege. 
A. Rich. Norfolk, we muſt have knocks; Ha! muſt we 


not ? 
Nor. We muſt both give and take, my 3 lord. 
k. Rich, Up with my tent : Here will I lie to- night; 
| [ Soldiers begin to ſet up the king's tent. 
But where, to-morrow ?—Well, all's one for that, 
Who hath deſcry'd the number of the traitors ? 
Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt power, 
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account: 
Beſides, the king's name is a tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want.— 
Up with the tent. - Come, noble gentlemen, 


Call 
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Let's want no diſcipline, make no delay; LL 
For, lords, to-morrow is a buſy day. [Exeunt. 


| 
| 
. 
i" 


b 


>. 4s e 
— _— D a — 
r 


Ad v. KING RICHARD 111. 115 


Call for ſome men of ſound direction 


ſive CE. rape er ory 
2 : — 1 - þ +- << — — — 
_— re , - - g F 


Enter, on the other fide of the field, Rien uo xd, Sir WILLIAM 
BRANDON, OXFORD, and other lords. Some of the ſoldiers 
pitch RICHMOND" s Tent, 


Richm. The weary ſun hath made a golden ſet, 


: And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
| Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.— 


Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my ftandard.— 


Give me ſome ink and paper in my tent; 


I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his ſeveral charge, 
And part in juſt proportion our ſmall power. 


My lord of Oxford, you, fir William Brandon,— 


And you, fir Walter Herbert, ſtay with me : 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ;— 


Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him, 


And by the ſecond hour in the morning 


Deſire the earl to ſee me in my tent :— 


Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know? 
Blunt. Unleſs I have miſta'en his colours much, 


(Which, well I am afſur'd, I have not done,) 


His regiment lies half a mile at leaſt 


South from the mighty power of the king. 


Richm. If without peril it be poſſible, 


| Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 


And give him from me this moſt needful note. 
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it ; 
And lo, God give you quiet reſt to-night ! 
| 1 2 Ri. m. 


— 


5 = 
— — 1 
— —— — = > 
— — 
— 


— 


— 
C000 
— 


= — — 
— 


— Pn —_ 


— — 2 o 
— — hoy 
= 
— 

— — — 
— — 
= : 


— — 
- 8 
1 
> 
- b — 
oy 
- £5 5 
m_ —— — 
— — — — — 


— — — ——__— — 


\ 
" 

* 

v 

i j£ 

nets 

27 

214 
67 
+ J. 
70 10 

*t 4 

.. 
1 
5 
o i 

N 
194 
in 

\t i 

'f 
U 
r 
4 
|| 
73 
"141% 

«ths 

es fo” 
1 

. ” XX 
„4. q 
17 
+] 9 

ain 
„ 

* IVY 

1 
| 

bn 1415 
4' 14 

't 

ry | 

4 
1 
111 
inn 

Y [ 
i ITT 

+ 

I 

} 
17 

i 4:1 
if f 
714 

} 
al * 
44 +1 

1 1. 
44 
4 
TN 
117! 

[ 

' 
; 4b 
it 
ih 
4 
i434) 

IT | 
*1 
tht 
« 

4 #3 
_ 1 
l 
Wil 
| 1 . 
5 

64 
114 

U 

J 
Li 

4 

''4 

4 

j 
| 1 4 
4 
* 
1 
/ 


— 1 - 


116 | KING RICHARD 111. Ad v. 
Kichm. Good night, good captain Blunt, cone, gen- 


tlemen, 


Let us conſult upon to-morrow's buſineſs 3 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 


[7 8 withdraw into the tent. 


Enter, to bis tent, King RICHARD, NoRFOLK, RATCLIFF, 
and CATESBY. 


F. Rich, What ist Olek? 
Cate. 1 It's ſupper time, my lord; 


It's nine o'clock. 
K. Rich, I will not ſup to · nickt. 


Give me ſome ink and paper. — 
What, is my beaver eaſier than it was ? 


And all my armour laid into my tent? 


Cate. It is, my liege; and all things are in readineſs, 
K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge; 
Uſe careful watch, chooſe trulty ſentinels. 
Nor. I go, my lord. | 
K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk. 


Nor. I warrant you, my lord. I [Emtt. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff,— | 

Rat. My lord? „ | 

K. Rich. Send out a purſuivant at arms 


To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his power 


Before ſun-riſing, leſt his ſon George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night, — 


| Fill me a bow! of wine,—Give me a watch — | 


[To CATESBY, 


Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow, — 


Look that my ſtaves be ſound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff,— 
Rat, My lord? 


K. Rich, 
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Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 
Much about cock-ſhut time, from troop to troop, 


I have not that alacrity of ſpirit, 


About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me,—Leave me, I ſay. 


Richmond's Tent opens, and diſcovers him, and his officers, &c, 


I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 


3 
2 
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; K. Rich. Saw'ſt thou the melancholy lord Northymber- 
RI Eg 


C os SENT: om . 
on b p 8 . — — — 


Went through the army, cheering up the ſoldiers. 
K. Rich. J am fatisfy'd. Give me a bowl of wine; 


Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 
So, ſet it down,—Is ink and paper ready ? ? 
Rat. It is, my lord. 
K. Rich. Bid my guard watch; leave me. 


[King RICHARD retires into his tent. Exeunt RATCLIFF 
and CATESBY, 


Enter STANLEY. 


Stan, Fortune and victory fit on thy helm! 

Richm. All comfort that the dark night can afford, 
Be to thy perſon, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother ? 

Stan, I, by attorney, bleſs thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that.—The ſilent hours ſteal on, 
And flaky darkneſs breaks within the eaſt, 
In brief, for ſo the ſeaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody ſtrokes, and mortal - ſtaring war. 


With beſt advantage will deceive the time, i | 
I 3 And 
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And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of arms: 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Leſt, being ſeen, thy brother tender _— 
Be executed in his father's ſight. . 
Farewell. The leiſure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, | | | 
And ample interchange of ſweet diſcourſe, F 
Which ſo long ſunder'd friends ſhould dwell upon; 240 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of love! 
Once more, adieu :—Be valiant, and ſpeed well! 
Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment : 
III ftrive, with troubled thoughts, to take a naps 
Leſt leaden ſlumber peiſe me down to-morrow, 
When I ſhould mount with wings of victory: | 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 
[Exeunt Lords, &c. with STANLEY. 
o Thou! whoſe captain I account myſelf, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 
Put in their hands thy bruiſing irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh\down with a heavy fall 
The uſurping helmets of our adverſaries ! 
Make us thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 
That we may praiſe thee in thy victory! 
To thee I do commend my watchful ſoul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes; e 
sleeping, and waking, O, defend me ſtill! [Skeeps. 
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The Ghoſt of Prince EDWaRD, for to HENRY the Sixth, 
8 between the two tents, 


Gboſt. Let me ſit heavy on thy foul to-morrow! 
[To King RICHARD. 
Think, how thou ſtab'dſt me in my prime of youth 
At Tewkſbury ; Deſpair therefore, and die !— | 
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 Publirhed Jan 1.1800.by lun nor . Hood. Foultny, 


Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged fouls | 
Of butcher'd princes fight i in thy behalf: 


King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee, "O 


The Ghoſt of King Hexzv the Sixth riſes. 


Ghoſt. When I was mortal, my anointed body 


[To King RICHARD, 


By thee was a full of deadly 1 : 
Think on the Tower, and me; Deſpair, my die; 
HFarry the ſixth bids thee deſpair and die !— 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror !— 
[79 RicumonD, 
Harry, that prophecy'd thou ſhould'ſt be king, 
Doth comfort n in thy ſleep; Live, and flouriſh 


* 


The Ghoſt of CLangnes riſes, 


Cel. Let me fit heavy on thy ſoul to- morrow! 
[To King RICHARD, 

I, that was waſh'd to death with fulſome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death! 
To- morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſs ſword ; Deſpair, and die 

Thou offspring of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
To RICHMOND, 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; | 
Good angels guard thy battle! Live, and flouriſh ! 


The ny ee GREY, and VAUGHAN, riſe, 


Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow, 


| [To King RICHARD, 
Rivers, that t died at Pomfret! Deſpair, and die! 


14 125 Grey, 
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Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy ſoul deſpair! 


| [To King RICHARD, 
Vaugb. Think upon Vaughan; and, with guilty fear, 
Let fall thy lance! * and die !— 


[To King RICHARD. 
All. Awake! and think, « our wrongs in Richard's boſom 


[To RICHMOND. 
Will conquer him ;—awake, and win the day! 


The Ghoſt of HASTINGS rite, 


Soi. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake; 


| [To King RICHARD. 
And i in a bloody battle end thy days! 


Think on lord Haſtings z and deſpair, and die hm 
Quiet untroubled ſoul, nne, awake 


J RicnumonD. 
Arm þ den, and conquer, for fair England's fake! 


The Ghoſts of the two young Princes riſe. 


Ghoſts. Dream on thy couſins ſmother'd in the Tower; 
Let us be lead within thy boſom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death! 
Thy nephews” ſouls bid thee · deſpair and die.— 

Sleep, Richmond, ſleep in peace, and Sake in joy; 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! | 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings! 

TEES s unhappy ſons do bid thee flouriſh, 


' The Ghoſt of Queen ANNE "Ig 


Ghoſt. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy with, 
That never ſlept a quiet hour with thee, 


Now 
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| | | 7 
Now fills thy ſleep with perturbations: q 
To- morrow in the battle think on me, | 
. And fall thy edgeleſs ſword; Deſpair, and die 4 
I Thou, quiet ſoul, lleep thou a quiet ſleep; 5 
. ls RICHUOND. 
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Dream of ſucceſs and happy victory; 
Thuy adverſary's wife doth pray for thee. 


_ 
— 


| 
| The Ghoſt of BUCKINGHAM riſes, * 
| ; Ghoſt. 8 firſt was I, that help'd thee to the crown ; / 1 
1 2 {To King RICHARD by 
1 The laſt was I, that felt thy tyranny : : Fi 


O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltineſs! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death; 
Fainting, deſpair; deſpairing, yield thy breath !— 
I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid: 
[To RICHMOND, 
But cheer thy 3 and be thou not diſmay'd + 
God, and good angels, fight on Richmond's fide ; 
And Richard falls in beight of all his pride. 
[The Ghoſts vaniſh, King RICHARD ſtarts out of his 
dream. 
k. Rich. Give me another horſe, — bind up my wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jeſu !- Soft; I did but dream.— 
O coward conſcience, how doſt thou afflict me !— 
The lights burn blue.—lIt is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh. 
What do I fear? myſelf ? there's none elle by: 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. | 
Is there a murderer here? No;—Yes; I am: 
Then fly,—What, from myſelf ? Great reaſon ;: Why? 
Leſt I revenge, What? Myſelf on myſelf ? 
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I love myſelf. Wherefore : > for any good, 

That I myſelf have done unto myſelf ? 

O, no: alas, I rather hate myſelt, 

For hateful deeds committed by myſelf, 

IJ am a villain: Yet I lie, I am not. | 
Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak well :—Fool, do not flatter, 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſeveral tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a ſeveral tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain, 

Perjury, perjury, in the high'ſt degree, 

Murder, ſtern murder, in the dir'ſt degree; 7 

All ſeveral fins, all us'd in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, - Guilty! guilty! 

I thall deſpair.— There is no creature loves me; 
And, if I die, no foul will pity me := 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they? ſince that I myſelf 
Find in myſelf no pity to myſelf. 

Methought, the ſouls of all that I had murder'd 
Came to my tent; and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Enter RATCLIFF, 


Rat. My lord, — 
K. Rich. Who's there ? 
Rat. Ratcliff, my lord; *tis I. The . cock 
Hath twice done ſalutation to the morn; 
Vour friends are up, and buckle on their armour. | 
K. Rich. O, Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful dream !— 
What thinkeſt thou? will our friends prove all true ? 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. | 
K. Rib. | | Ratcliff, I * 1 fear, — 
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid 6f ſhadows. 
K. Rich. By the apoſtle Paul, ſhadows to-night 
Mm... | Have 


ba. © 
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Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, 
To | hear, if any mean to ſhrink from me. 
| [Exeunt King RICHARD and RATCLIFP, 


RICHMOND wakes, Enter OXFORD and Others. 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Rich, *Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen, 
That you have ta'en a tardy ſluggard here. 
Lords. How have you ſlept, my lord? 

Richm. The ſweeteſt ſleep, and faireſt-boding dreams, 
That ever enter'd in a drowſy head, 
Have I ſince your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their ſouls, whoſe bodies Richard murder'd, 
Came to my tent, and cry'd—On ! victory! _ 
I promiſe you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of ſo fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords? 

Lords, Upon the ſtroke of four. 


Rich, Why, then tis time to arm, and give direction. | 


[ He advances to the troops, 

More than I have ſaid, loving countrymen, 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on: Yet remember this, — 
God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our fide; 

The prayers of holy ſaints, and wronged ſouls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, ſtand before our faces; 
Richard except, thoſe, whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow, 
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
5 | A bloody 
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F bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; ; 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftabliſh'd ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 

And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him; 

A baſe foul ſtone, made precious by the foil 

Of England's chair, where he is falſely ſet; 

One that hath ever been God's enemy : 
Then, if you fight againſt God's enemy, | 

God will, in juſtice, ward you as his ſoldiers z 

If you do ſweat to put a tyrant down, 

You ſleep in peace, the tyrant being ſlain; 

If you do fight agamit your country's foes, 
Your country's fat ſhall pay your pains the hire; 
If you do fight in ſafeguard of your wives, 
Your wives ſhall welcome home the conquerors; 
If you do free your children from the ſword, 
Your childrens? children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and all theſe rights, 
Advance your ftandards, draw your willing ſwords ; 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpſe on the earth's cold face ; ; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The leaſt of, you thall ſhare his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ; 3 
God, and faint George ! Richmond, and victory! 

| EExeunt. 


Re-enter King RICHARD, Rare LIFP, Attendants, and 
Forces. 


X. Rich. What ſaid e as touching Rich- 
mond? Ys 
| Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 


K. Rich, He ſaid the truth: And what ſaid Surrey then? 
Rat. 
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Kat. He ſmil'd and faid, the better for our purpoſe. 
K. Rich. He was 1'the right; and fo, indeed, it is. 
N [ Clock flrikes, 
Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar. — _ 
Who ſaw the ſun to-day? _ 
Rat. Not I, my lord. 
K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine; for, by the book, 
He ſhould have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago: 
A black day will it be to ſomebody.— 
Ratcliff.— | | | 
Rat. My lord? | 
K. Rich. The ſun will not be ſeen to day; 
The ſky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would, theſe dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not ſhine to-day! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond? for the ſelf-ſame heaven, 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 


Enter NORFOLK. 


Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the field. 
K. Rich. Come, buſtle, buſtle ;—Capariſon my horle ;— 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :— 
I will lead forth my ſoldiers to the plain, 
And thus my battle ſhall be ordered. 
My foreward ſhall be drawn out all in length, 
Conſiſting equally of horſe and foot; 
Our acchers ſhall be placed in the midſt : 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horſe. 
They thus directed, we ourſelf will follow _ 
In the main battle; whoſe puiſſance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt horſe. | 
h „ | This, 
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This, and ſaint George to boot ! What think'ſt ou, 
_ Norfolk? 
Nor. A good direction, warlike ſovereign. — | 
This found I on my tent this morning. [Giving a ſcrowl, 
K. Rich. Focky of Norfolk, be not too bold, (reads. 
For Dickon thy maſter is bought and ſold, 5 
A thing deviſed by the enemy. - 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge: 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our ſouls ; 
Conſcience 1s but a word that cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe 
Our ſtrong arms be our conſcience, ſwords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.— 
What ſhall I ſay more than I have infer'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ;— 
A ſort of vagabonds, raſcals, and run-aways, 
A ſcum of Bretagnes, and baſe lackey peaſants, 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To deſperate ventures and aſſur'd deſtruction. 
You lleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt; 
You having lands, and bleſs'd with beauteous wives, 
They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's coſt ? 
A milk-ſop, one that never in his life 
Felt ſo much cold as over ſhoes in ſnow? 
Let's whip theſe ſtragglers o'er the ſeas again; 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening rags of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themſelves : 
If we be conquer'd, let men n conquer us, 


And 
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And not theſe baſtard Bretagnes; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And, on record, left them the heirs of ſhame. 

Shall theſe enjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 
TER our daughters ?—Hark, I hear their drum. 


[ Drum afar off. 


Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head“ 
Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in bloody. 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves !— 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


What ſays lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 
Meſ. My lord, he doth deny to come. 
K. Rich. Off inſtantly with his ſon George's head, 
Nor. My lord, the enemy is paſs'd the marſh ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 
K. Rich. A thouſand hearts are great within my boſom ; 
Advance our ſtandards, ſet upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons ! 


Upon them! Victory fits on our helms., Exeunt. 


SCENE lv. 
Another part of the feeld. 


Alarum, Excurfions. Enter NORFOLK, and forces; to him 
_ CaTESBY. 


Cate. Reſcue, my lord of Norfolk, reſcue, reſcue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger; 


His 
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His horſe is flain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death ; 
Reſcue, fair lord, or elſe the day is loſt! 


Alarum. 8 Enter King RI c HARD. 


k. Rich. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe! 
Cate. Withdraw, my lord, I'II help you to a horſe. 
R. Rich. Slave, I have ſet my life upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the die: | 

I think, there be ſix Richmonds in the field; 

Five have I ſlain to-day, inſtead of him :— | : 
A n a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe! [Exeunt, 


Hlarums. Enter King RICHARD and RICHMOND; and 
exeunt fighting. Retreat, and flouriſh, Then enter Rich- 
MOND, STANLEY, bearing the crown, wwith divers aber | 
Lor ds, and Forces. 


Richm. God, and * your arms, be prais a, victorious 
friends; | 

The day 1s ours, the bloody dog i is dead, 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well haſt thou acquit thee! 

Lo, here, this long uſurped royalty, 

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 

Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 
Richm. Great God of heaven, ſay, amen, to all!. 

But, tell me firſt, is young George Stanley living? 

Stan, He is, my lord, and ſafe in Leiceſter town; 

Whither, if it pleaſe you, we may now withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are ſlain on either ſide ? 

Stan, John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and fir William Brandon. 


Richm, 
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Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 

Proclaim a pardon to the ſoldiers fled, | 
That in ſubmiſſion will return to us; 

And then, as we have ta'en the ſacrament, 

We will unite the white roſe and the red :;— 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 

That long hath frown'd upon their enmity !— 

What traitor hears me, and fays not,—amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and ſcarr'd herſelf ; 
The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood, 

The father raſhly ſlaughter'd his own ſon, 

The ſon, compell'd, been butcher to the fire ; 

All this divided Vork and Lancaſter, | 
Divided, in their dire diviſion, — 

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceeders of each royal houſe, 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be ſo,) 

Enrich the time to come with ſmooth-fac'd peace, 
With ſmiling plenty, and fair proſperous days 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce theſe bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of blood! 
Let them not live to taſte this land's increaſe, 

That would with treaſon wound this fair land's peace ! 
Now civil wounds are ſtopp'd, peace lives again; | 
That ſhe may long live here, God ſay—Amen ! [ Exeurt, 
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OBSERVATIONS. 


o 


E are unacquainted with any dramatick piece on the ſubject ot. 
Henry VIII. that preceded this of Shakſpeare; and yet on the 
books of the Stationers' Company appears the following entry: © Na- 
thaniel Butter] (who was one of our author's printers) Feb. 12, 1604. 
That he get good allowance for the enterlude of K. Henry LIII. before 
he begin to print it; and with the wardens hand to yt, he is to have 


| the ſame for his copy.“ Dr. Farmer obſerves from Stowe, that Robert 


Greene had written ſomewhat on the ſame ſtory. STEEVENS. 


This hiſtorical drama comprizes a period of twelve years, commenc- 
ing in the twelfth year of King Henry's reign, (1521,) and ending 
with the chriſtening of Elizabeth in 1533. Shakſpeare has deviated 
from hiſtory in placing the death of Queen Katharine before the birth 
of Elizabeth, for in fa& Katharine did not die till 1536. 

King Henry V ITI. was written, I believe, in 1601. 

Dr. Farmer obſerves from Stowe, that © Robert Greene had written 
ſomething on this ſtory; but this, I apprehend, was not a play, but 
ſome hiſtorical account of Henry's reign, written not by Robert Greene, 
the dramatick poet, but by ſome other perſon. In the liſt of © authors 
out of whom Stowe's Annals were compiled,” prefixed to the laſt 
edition printed in his life time, quarto, 1605, Robert Greene is enu- 
merated with Robert de Brun, Robert Fabian, &c. and he is often 
quoted as an authority for facts in the margin of the hiſtory of that 
reign, MALONE. 


Pp K O L OG uV E. 


I COME no more to make you laugh; things now, 

That bear a weighty and a ſerious brow, | 

Sad, high, and working, full of ſtate and woe, 
Such noble ſcenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now preſent. Thoſe, that can pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 

The ſubject will deſerve it. Such, as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here find truth too. Thoſe, that come to ſee ; 

Only a ſhow or two, and ſo agree, 

The play may paſs ; if they be ſtill, and willing, 

I'Il undertake, may ſee away their ſhilling 

Richly in two ſhort hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noiſe of targets; or to ſee a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 

Will be deceiv'd : for, gentle hearers, know, 
To rank our choſen truth with ſuch a ſhow 

As fool and fight is, beſide forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 

(To make that only true we now intend,) 

Will leave us never an underſtanding friend, 
Therefore, for goodneſs's ſake, and as you are known 

The firſt and happieſt hearers of the town, 

Be ſad, as we would make ye: Think, ye ſee 

The very perſons of our noble ſtory, 

As they were living ; think, you ſee them great, 

And follow'd with the general throng, and ſweat, 

Of thouſand friends; then, in a moment, {ſee 

How ſoon this mightineſs meets miſery ! 

And, if you can be merry then, I'Il ſay, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
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Kine HENRY the Eighth. 


Cardinal Wols EY. Cardinal CAMPEIUS. 

Capucius, Ambaſſador from the Emperor, Charles V. 
CRANMER, Archbi/hop of Canterbury. 

Duke of NORFOLK. Duke of BUCKINGHAM. 

Duke of SUFFOLK. Earl of SURREY, 

Lord Chamberlain, Lord Chancellor. 

GARDINER, Biſhop of Wincheſter, 

Bijhop of LINCOLN, Lord ABERGAVENNY. Lord Sanbs. 
Sir HENRY GUILDFORD, Sir THOMAS LOVELL. 

Sir ANTHONY DENNY, Sir NICHOLAS VAUX., 


Secretaries to Wolſey. 


CROMWELL, Serwant to Wolſey. | 

GRIFFITH, Gentleman-Uſher to 9 88 Katharine, 

Three other Gentlemen. 

Doctor BUTTS, Phyjician to the King. 

Garter, King at Arms. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Welle. 

BRANDON, and a Serjeant at Arms. | 
Door - keeper of the Council-Chamber, Porter, and his Man, 
Page to Gardiner. A Cryer. 


Queen KATHARINE, ewife to King Henry ; afterwards 4 
vorced. 

ANNE BULLEN, her maid of bonour; afterwards Rs. 

An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bulls. 

PATIENCE, Woman to Queen Katharine, 


Seweral Lords and Ladies in the dumb ſhows ; Women attend- 
ing upon the Queen; Spirits, aubich appear to her; Scribes, 
Officers, Guards, and other Attendants, 


SCENE, chiefly in London, and Weſtminſter z once, at Kim- 
bolton, 
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KING HENRY VIII. 


ACT I. SCENE I 


London. An Antechamber in the Palace. 


Enter the Duke of NoRFOLK, at one door; at the other, the 
Duke of BUCKINGHAM, and the Lord ABERGAVENNY. 


Buckingham. 


| OOD morrow, and well met. How have you done, 
A Since laſt we ſaw in France? | 
Nor. | 5 I thank your grace: 
Healthful ; and ever ſince a freſh admirer 
Of what I ſaw there. 
Buck. An untimely ague 
Stay'd me a priſoner in my chamber, when 
Thoſe ſuns of glory, thoſe two lights of men, 
Met in the vale of Arde. | 
Nor. | Twixt Guynes and Arde: 
I was then preſent, ſaw them ſalute on horſeback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 


Which had they, what four thron'd ones could haye weigh'd 
Such a compounded one? | 5 


Buck. | All the whole time 
I was my chamber's priſoner. 
Nor. Ole Then you loſt 


The view of earthly glory: Men might fay, 
Till this time, pomp was ſingle ; but now marry' d 
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To one above itſelf. Each following day 
Became the next day's maſter, till the laſt 
Made former wonders it's : To-day, the French, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the Engliſh; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: every man, that ſtood, 
Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfiſh pages were 
As cherubins, all gilt: the madams too, 
Not us'd to toil, did almoſt ſweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting: now this maik 
Was cry'd incomparable ; and the enſuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 
Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt, 
As preſence did preſent them; him in eye, 
Still him in praiſe : and, being preſent both, 
T was ſaid, they ſaw but one; and no diſcerner 
Purſt wag his tongue in cenſure, When theſe ſuns 
(For ſo they phraſe them,) by their heralds challeng'd 
The noble ſpirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compaſs; that former fabulous ſtory, 
Being now ſeen poſſible enough, got credit, 
That Bevis was believ'd. | | | 
Back.” - ©, you go far. 
Nor. As I belong to worthip, and affect 
In honour honeſty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 
Which action's ſelf was tongue to. All was royal; 
To the diſpoſing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view: the office did 
Diftinctly his full function. 
Buck, Who did guide, 
I mean, who ſet the body and the limbs 
Of this great ſport together, as you guels ? 
Nor. 


AG 1. KING HENRY VIII. 3 


Nor. One, certes, that promiſes no element 
la ſuch a buſineſs. | 
Buck. I pray you, who, my lord? 
Nor. All this was order'd by the good diſcretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. | 
Buck. The devil ſpeed him! no man's pie is free'd 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in theſe fierce vanities? I wonder, 
E- | That ſuch a keech can with his very bulk 
| Take up the rays o' the beneficial ſun, 
And keep it from the earth. 
Nor. | Surely, fir, 
There's in him ſtuff that puts him to theſe ends: 
For, being not propp'd by anceſtry, (whoſe grace 
Chalks ſucceſſors their way,) nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither ally'd 
To eminent aſſiſtants, but, ſpider-like, 
Out of his ſelf-drawing web, he gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which . 
A place next to the king. 
Aber. | J cannot tell 
What heaven hath given him, let ſome graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can ſee his pride | 
Peep through each part of him: Whence has he that? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard; 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himſelf. 
„ Why the devil, 
Upon this French going -out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o' the king, to appoint 
Who ſhould attend on him ? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch | 
Teo, whom as great a charge as little honour | 
B 2 He 
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He meant to lay upon: and his own letter, 
The honourable board of council out, 
Muſt fetch him in he papers. 
Aber. I do know 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, that have 
By this ſo ficken'd their eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound as formerly. 
Buck. oO, many 
Have broke their backs with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 
But miniſter communication of 
A moſt poor iſſue? 
Nor. Grievingly I think, 
The peace between the French and us not values 
The coſt that did conclude it. 

Buck. | Every man, 
After the hideous ſtorm that follow 'd, was 
A thing inſpir'd ; and, not conſulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy,—That this tempeſt, 
Daſhing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The ſudden breach on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out ; 
For France bath flaw'd the league, and hath attach d 

Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 


Aber. is it therefore 
The ambaſſador is filenc'd ? | 
Nor. Marry, is't. 


Aber. A proper title of a Peace; and purchas'd 
At a ſuperfluous rate ! 


Buck. Why, all this buſineſs 
Our reverend cardinal carry'd. 
Ms Like it your grace, 


The ſtate takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I adviſe you, 


(And 
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(And take it from a heart that wiſhes towards you 
Honour and plenteous ſafety,) that you read 

The cardinal's malice and his potency 

Together: to conſider further, that 

What his high hatred would effect, wants not 

A miniſter in his power : You know his nature, 
That he's revengeful ; and I know, his ſword 
Hath a ſharp edge: it's long, and, it may be ſaid, 
It reaches far; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he FRO it. Boſom up my counſel, 
You'll find it wholeſome. Lo, where comes that rock, 
That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


Enter Cardinal WOLSEY, (the purſe borne before him, ) cer- 
tain of the guard, and two Secretaries with papers. The 


Cardinal in his paſſage fixeth his eye on nen, an 
Buckingham on him, both full of diſdain. 


ol. The duke of Buckingham's ſurveyor ? ha? 
Where's his examination: ? | 


1. Secr. Here, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mol. Is he in perſon ready? 
1. Secr. | Ay, pleaſe your grace. 


IWol. Well, we ſhall then know more; and Buckingham 
Shall leſſen this big look. [Exeunt Wols Ex, and train. 
Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him; therefore, beſt 
Not wake him in his ſlumber. A beggar's book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. es 
Nor. | What, are you chaf'd? 
Aſk God for temperance ; that's the appliance only, 
Which your diſeaſe requires. 
Buck, I read in his looks 
Matter againſt me z and his eye revil'd 
N B 3 Me, 
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Me, as his abject object: at this inſtant 
He bores me with ſome trick: He's gone to the king; 
11 follow, and out-ſtare him. 

Nor. | | | Stay, my lord, 
And let your reaſon with your choler queſtion 
What tis you go about: To climb ſteep hills, 
Requires ſlow pace at firſt : Anger is like 
A full-hot horſe; who being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can adviſe me like you: be to yourſelf 

As you would to your friend. | 

Buck, Es Ile: to the king; 
And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipſwich fellow's inſolence; or proclaim, 
There's difference in no perſons, | 

| Nor, | | Be advis'd; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe ſo hot 
That it do ſinge yourſelf: We may outrun, 
By violent ſwiftneſs, that which we run at, 
And loſe by over- running. Know you not, 
The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o'er, 
In ſeeming to augment it, waſtes it? Be advis'd: 
I ſay again, there is no Engliſh ſoul 

More ſtronger to direct you than yourſelf ; 
If with the ſap of reaſon you would quench, 
Or but allay, the fire of paſſion. 
Buck. Sir, 
I am thankful to you; and I'll go along 
By your preſcription :—but this top-proud fellow, 
(Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From ſincere motions,) by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in jüly, when 
We ſee each grain of gravel, I do know | 
Jo be corrupt and treaſonous. 


Nor. 


r * * 
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Nor. Say not, treaſonous. 
Buck, To the king Pl ſay't; and make my vouch as 
ſtrong 


As ſhore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous, 
As he is ſubtle; and as prone to miſchief, 
As able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 
Only to ſhow his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the king our maſter 
To this laſt coſtly treaty, the interview, 
That ſwallow'd ſo much tr eaſure, and like a glaſs 
Did break i' the rinſing. | 
Nor. | Faith, and ſo it did. 
Buch. Pray, give me favour, fir. This cunning car- 
dinal - | 
The articles o' the combination drew, 


As himſelf pleas'd ; and they were ratify'd, 


As he cry'd, Thus let be : to as much end, 
As give a crutch to the dead : But our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and *tis well; for worthy Wolſey, 


Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 


(Which, as I take it, 1s a kind of puppy 


To the old dam, treaſon, )—Charles the emperor, 


Under pretence to ſee the queen his aunt, 

(For 'twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whiſper Wolſey,) here makes vilitation : 

His fears were, that the interview, betwixt 
England and France, might, through their amity, 
Breed him ſome prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menac'd him . He privily 


Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow, — 


Which I do well; for, I am ſure, the emperor 
Pay'd ere he promis'd ; whereby his ſuit was granted, 
B 4 Fre 
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Ere it was aſk'd but when the way was made, 
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus defir'd ;— 
That he would pleaſe to alter the king's courſe, 
And break the foreſaid peace. Let the king know, 
(As ſoon he ſhall by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, 
And for his own advantage. ; 

Nor. I am ſorry 
To hear this of him; and could wiſh, he were 
Something miſtaken 1 in't. 5 

Buck, No, not a ſyllable 
I do pronounce him in that very ſhape, 

He ſhall appear in proof. 


Enter BRANDON; @ Sergeant at arms before him, and tao o 
| three of the guard. 


Bran. Your Gee, ſergeant execute it. 
Serg. | 
My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arreſt thee of high treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt ſovereign king. 
Buck. Lo you, my lord, 
The net has fall'n upon me; I ſhall periſh 
Under device and practice. 
Bran. I am ſorry 
To ſee you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The buſineſs preſent : Tis his highneſs' pleaſure, 
You ſhall to the Tower. | 
Buck, It will help me nothing, 
To plead mine innocence; for that die is on me, 
Which makes my whiteſt part black. The will of heaven 


Be 


Sir, 
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Be done in this and all things heck obey.— 
O my lord Aberga'ny, fare you well. 


Bran, Nay, he muſt bear you company — The king 


[To ABERGAVENNY. 
Is pleas'd, you ſhall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further, 


„ A4 «s the duke ſaid, 


The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleaſure 


By me obey'd. 
Bran. Here is a warrant from 


The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodics 


Of the duke's confeſſor, John de la Court, 
One Gilbert Peck, his e 


Buck. : So, lo; 5 | 


Theſe are the limbs of the plot: No more, I hope. 


Bran. A monk o'the Chartreux. 

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran. | p He. 

Buck. My ſurveyor is falſe ; the o'er-great cardinal 
Hath ſhow'd bim gold : my life 1s ſpann'd already: 


I am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham; 


Whoſe figure even this inſtant cloud puts on, 


By dark*ning my clear ſun.— My lord, farewell. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
The Council- Chamber, 


Cornets. Enter King HENRY, Cardinal Wors EY, the Lords 
of the Council, Sir THoMas LOVELL, Officers, and At. 
tendants. The King enters leaning on the Cardinals ſhoulder, 


K. Hen. My life itſelf, and the beſt heart of it, 


Thanks you for this great care: I ſtood i' the level 


Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks 
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To you that chok'd it.—Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's : in perſon 
I'll hear him his confeſſions juſtify ; | 
And paint by point the treaſons of his maſter 
He ſhall again relate. | 


' The King takes his Rate, The Lords of the Council take their 


ſeveral places. The Cardinal places himſelf under ne Ning 55 


Her, on 1 right ſide. 


A miſe within, crying, Room for the Queen. Emter the 
Queen, uſhered by the Dukes of NORFOLK and SUFFOLK ; 
ſhe kneels. The King riſeth from his flate, takes her up, 


kiſſes, and placeth her by him. 


2. Kath. Nay, we muſt longer kneel ; I am a ſuitor. 
K. Hen. Ariſe, and take place by us :—Half your ſuit 


Never name to us; you have half our power : 
The other moiety, ere you aſk, is given; 
Repeat your will, and take it. | 
9. Kath, | Thank your majeſty. 
That you would love yourſelf ; and, in that love, 


Not unconſider'd leave your honour, nor 


The dignity of your office, is the point 


Of my petition, 


A. Hen. Lady mine, proceed. 

9. Kath, J am ſolicited, not by a few, 
And thoſe of true condition, that your ſubjects 
Are in great grievance : there have been commiſſions 
Sent down among them, which hath flaw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties: - wherein, although, 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Moſt bitterly on you, as putter- on 


ſ 
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Of theſe cxaftions; yet the king our maſter, 

(Whoſe honour HEAVEN ſhield from ſoil!) even be eſcapes 
not : 

Language unmannerly, yea, ſuch which breaks 

The ſides of loyalty, and almoſt 1 

In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almoſt appears, 

It doth appear: for, upon theſe taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 

The many to them longing, have put off 

The ſpinſters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger 

And lack of other means, in deſperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 
And Danger ſerves among them. . 

K. Hen. Taxation? 
wherein? and what taxation ?—My lord cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 

Know you of this taxation ? 

ol. Pleaſe you, ſir, 

I know but of a ſingle part, in aught_ 
Pertains to the ſtate ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell ſteps with me. 

Q: Kath. | No, my lord, 
| You know no more than others: but you frame 
Things, that are known alike; which are not wholeſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thele exactions, 
Whereof my ſovereign would have note, they are 
Moſt peſtilent to the hearing; and, to bear them, 
The back is ſacrifice to the load. They ay, 

They are devis'd by you; or elſe you luffer 
Too hard an exclamation. | 
K. Hen. | Still exaction 


The 
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The nature of it? In what kind, let $ know, 
Is this exaction? 

9, Kath. I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd 
Under your promis'd pardon. The ſubject's grief 
Comes through commiſſions, which compel from each 
The fixth part of his ſubſtance, to be levy'd 
Without delay; and the pretence for this | 
Is nam'd, your wars in France: This makes bold mouths ; 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them; their curſes now, 
Live where their prayers did ; and it's come to pals, 
That tractable obedience is a ſlave . 
To each incenſed will. I would, your highneſs 
Would give it quick conſideration, for 
There is no primer buſineſs. 


K. Hen. By my life, | 
This is againſt our pleaſure. 
ol. And for me, 


1 bave no further gone in this, than by 

A ſingle voice; and that not paſs'd me, but 

By learned approbation of the judges. | 

Tf I am traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My f-culties, nor perſon, yet will be 

The chronicles of my doing,—let me ſay, 

"Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muſt go through. We muſt not ſtint | 
Our neceſſary actions, in the fear 

To cope malicious cenſurers ; which ever, 

As ravenous fiſhes, do a veſſel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt, 
By fick interpreters, once weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worſt, as oft, 
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Hitting a groſſer quality, is cry'd up 

For our beſt act. If we ſhall ſtand ill, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 

We ſhould take root here where we fit, or fit 

State ſtatues only. 

K. Hen. Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themſelves from fear; 

Things done without example, in their iſſue*. 

Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 

Of this commiſſion ? I believe, not any, 

We muſt not rend our ſubjects from our laws, 

And ſtick them in our will. Sixth part of each? 

A trembling contribution! Why, we take, | 

From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber; 

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd, 

The air will drink the ſap. To every county, 

Where this is queſtion'd, ſend our letters, with 

Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 

The force of this commiſſion: Pray, look to't ; 

J put it to your care. 1 | | 
„ A word with you. [To the Secretary. 

Let there be letters writ to every ſhire, 

Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons 

Hardly conceive of me; let it be nois'd, 

That, through our interceſſion, this revokement 

And pardon comes : I ſhall anon adviſe you | 

Further in the proceeding. [ Exit Secretary, 


Enter Surveyor. 


2. Kath, J am ſorry, that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your diſpleaſure. | 

. It grieves many: 

The gentleman is learn'd, and a moſt rare ſpeaker, 


To 


* 
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To nature none more bound ; his training ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great teachers, 
And never ſeek for aid out of himſelf. 
Yet lee, 
When theſe ſo noble benefits ſhall prove 
Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man ſo cömplete, 
Who was enroll'd ' mongſt wonders, and when we, 
Almoſt with raviſh'd liſt'ning, could not find 
His hour of ſpeech a minute; he, my lady, 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if beſinear'd in hell. Sit by us; you ſhall hear 
(This was his gentleman in truſt,) of him 
Things to ſtrike honour fad. —Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth; and with bold ſpirit relate what you, 
Moſt like a careful ſubject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. _ 

K. Hen. Speak freely. 

Surv, Firſt, it was uſual with him, every day 
It would infect his ſpeech, That if the king 
Should without iſſue die, he'd carry it ſo 
To make the ſcepter his: Theſe very words 
I have heard him utter to his ſon-in-law, 
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Wal. Pleaſe your bicknefo, note 
This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his with, to your high perſon 
His will is moſt malignant; and it ftretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

9. Kath, 


Act 1. KING HENRY VIII. 15 
2, Kath. | My learn'd lord cardinal , 
Deliver all with charity. | | 
K. . Speak on: 


How grounded he his title to the crown, 
Upon our fail? to this point haſt thou heard him 
At any time ſpeak aught ? 

Sr He was brought to this 


By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 


K. Hen, What was that Hopkins ? | 
Surv. 1 Sir, a Chartreux friar, 
His confeſſor; who fed him every minute 
With words of ſovereignty. 
K. Hen. How know'ſt thou this ? 
Surv, Not long before your highneſs ſped to France, 


The duke being at the Roſe, within the pariſh 


Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 

What was the ſpeech amongſt the Londoners _ 
Concerning the French journey : I reply'd, 

Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king's danger. Preſently the duke 

Said, Twas the fear, indeed; and that he doubted, 
*T would prove the verity of certain words 


_ Spoke by a holy monk; that off, ſays he, 
_ Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 


John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 

To hear from him a matter of ſome moment : 

Whom after under the confeſſion” s ſeal 

He ſolemnly had ſworn, that, what he ſpoke, 

My chaplain to no creature living, but 

To me, ſhould utter, with demure confidence 

This pauſingly enſu d, Neither the king, nor his heirs, 


(Tell you the duke) ſhall proſper : bid bim ſtriwe 


To gain the love of the commonalty; the duke 
Shall govern England. | ns 
4 | | 2. Kath. 
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9, Kath. If I know you well, 
Vou were the duke's ſurveyor, and loft your office 
On the complaint o'the tenants : Take good heed, 
You charge not in your ſpleen a noble perſon, 
And ſpoilt your nobler ſoul! I ſay, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beſeech you. 
K. Hen. Let him on — 
o forward, == 
SUP; On my foul, I'll ſpeak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke, By the devil's illuſions 
This monk might be decely' d; and that *twas dang” rous 
| for him, | 
To ruminate on this ſo far, until 
It forg'd him ſome deſign, which, being believ' d, 
It was much like to do: He anſwer'd, 77/5! 
It can do me no damage: adding further, 
That, had the king in his laſt ſickneſs fail'd, 
The cardinal's and fir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. | | 
K. Hen. Ha! what, ſo rank? Ah, ha! 
There's miſchief in this man:. Canſt thou ſay further? 
Surv. I can, my liege. 
K. Hen. Proceed. 
S w. Being at Greenwich, 
After your highneſs had reprov'd * duke 
About fir William Plomer,— 
K. Hen. I remember 
Of ſuch a time :—Being my ſworn ſervant, 
The duke retain'd him his.——But on: What hence ? 
Surv. If, quoth he, I for this had been committed, 
As, to the Tower, I thought, I would have play'd 
The part my father meant to act upon 


Phe uſurper Richard : who, being at Saliſbury, 


Made ſuit to come in his preſence ; which if granted, 
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As he made ſemblance of his duty, auould 
Hare put his knife into him, 
„ A giant traitor ! 
Mol. Now, madam, may his highneſs live in freedom, 
And this man out of priſon ? | 
Q. Kath, God mend all! 
K. Hen. There's ſomething more would out of thee 3 
What ſay' ſt? 
Sur. Aﬀter—the duke his father, —with the knife, — 
He iftretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on his breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible oath : whoſe tenour 
Was, - Were he evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irreſolute purpoſe. 
K. Hen. | There's his period, 
To ſheath his knife in us. He is attach'd; 
Call him to preſent trial: if he may 
Find mercy in the law, *tis his; if none, 
Let him not ſeek't of us: By day and night, | 
He's traitor to the height. | [Exeunt, 


H re -- | Þ 
A Room in the Palace. 


Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord SANDS. 


Cham. 5 it poſſible, the ſpells of France ould juggle 
Men into ſuch firange myſteries ? | 
Sands, New cuſtoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, | 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 
| 8 Cham. 
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Cham, As far as J ſee, all the good our Engliſh 
Have got by the late voyage, 1s but merely | 
C | | A fit or two o'the face; but they are ſhrewd ones; 
For when they hold. them; you would ſwear directly, 
1 heir very noſes had been counſellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep ſtate ſo. | 
Sands, They. have all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it, 
That never ſaw them pace before, the ſpavin, 
A ſpringhalt reign'd among them. 
Cham. | Death! my lord, 
Their clothes are after ſuch a pagan cut too, 
That, ſure, they have worn out chriſtendom. How now > 
What news, ſir Thomas Lovell? | 


Enter Sir THOMAS LOVELL. 


Lov. Faith, my lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate. . 
Cham. | | What is't for? 
Low. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
Cham, T am glad, *tis there; now I would pray our 
monſieurs | 
To think an Engliſh courtier my be wiſe, 
And never ſee the Louvre. | 
Low. They muſt either 
(For ſo run the conditions,) leave theſe remnants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fireworks ; 
Abuſing better men than they can be, 
Out of a foreign wiſdom, ) renouncing clean 
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The faith they have in tennis, and tall ſtockings, 
Short bliſter' d breeches, and thole ty pes of travel, 
And underſtand again like honeſt men: 1 
Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I take it, 
They may, cum priwilegio, wear away 
The lag end of their lewdneſs, and be laugh'd at. 
Sands. Tis time to give them phy ſick, their diſeaſes 
Are grown fo catching. 


Cham, | What a loſs our ladies 
Will have of theſe trum vanities ! 
Low. | Ay, marry, 


There will be woe indeed, lords ; ; the ily whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding trick to lay down ladies; 
A French ſong, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them ! I am glad, they're going 
(For, ſure, there's no converting of them ;) now 
An honeſt country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-ſong, 
And have an hour of hearing; and, by'r-lady, 
Held current muſick too. 


Cham. Well ſaid, lord Sands ; ; 
Your colt's tooth is not caſt yet. 

Sands. No, my lord; 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a ſtump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? | 

Lov. | To the cardinal's; 
Your lordſhip is a gueſt too. | | 

Cham. O. us true: 


This night he makes a ſupper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll aſſure you. 
Low, That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed, 
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A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds ud5 - 
His dews fall every where, 
Coal. - No doubt, he's noble ; ; 
He had a black mouth, that faid other of him. 
Sands, He may, my lord, he has wherewithal ; in him; 
Sparing would ſhow a worſe ſin than ill doctrine: 
Men of his way ſhould be moſt liberal, 
They are ſet here for examples. | | 
Cham. | | True, they are ſo; 
But few now give ſo great ones. My barge ſtays; 
Your lordſhip ſhall along: - Come, good fir Thomas, 
We ſhall be late elſe; which I would not he, 
For I was ſpoke to, with fir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers. | 
Sands. | 1 am your lordſhip? 8. 
0 EY | tas 


SCENE IV. 
The Profincs- Chamber in York- Place. 


Hautboys. A ſmall table under a ſtate for the Cardinal, a longer 
table for the gueſts. Enter at one door, ANNE BULLEN, 
and divers Lords, Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as gueſts ; at 

another door, enter Sir HENRY GUILDFORD. 


Guild, Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all: This night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 
As firſt-good company, good wine, good welcome 
Can make good people,——O, my lord, you are tardy 


Enter 
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Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord SANDS, and Sir THOMAS 
LOVELL. | 


The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 
Cham. _ Yon are young, fir Harry Guildford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should find a running banquet ere they reſted, 
I think, would better pleaſe them: By my lite, 


They are a ſweet ſociety of fair ones. 


Low. O, that your lordſhip were but now confeſſor 
To one or two of theſe ! 


Sands. | I would, I were 
They ſhould find eaſy penance. 
Low. Faith, how eaſy ? 


Sands, As eaſy as a down-bed would afford it. 
Cham, Sweet ladies, will it pleaſe you fit ? Sir Harry, 
Place you that ſide, T'll take the charge of this: 


His grace is ent'ring.— Nay, you muſt not freeze 


Two women plac'd together makes cold weather: 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking ; 
Pray, fit between theſe ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 
And thank your lady — By your leave, ſweet ladies: 

[ Seats himſelf between ANNE BULLEN and another Lady, 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 
J had it from my father, 

Anne. Was he WT ſir ? 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none; juſt as I do now, 


He would kiſs you N with a breath. [Kiſſes her, 
Cham, | Well faid, my lord.— 
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So, now you are fairly ſeated :—Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if theſe fair ladies 
Pats away frowning. 


Sand.. For my little cure, 
Let me alone. 


Hautboys. Enter Cardinal WoLizy; attended; and takes 
his flate. 


ol. You are welcome, my fair gueſts; ; that noble lady, 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 


Ils not my friend: This, to confirm my welcome; 


And to you all good health. [ Drinks. 
Sands, _ Your grace is noble ;— 
Let me have ſuch a bow! may hold my thanks, 
And fave me ſo much talking. „ 
Wol. . My lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours — 
Ladies, you are not merry ;—Gentlemen, | 
Whole fault is this? | - 
Sands. The red wine firſt muſt riſe 
In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we ſhall have them 
Talk us to filence. 


Anne. You are a merry gameſter, 
My lord Sands. . | 
Sands, Ves, if I make my play. 


Here's to your ladyſhip : and pledge it, madam, 
For *'tis to ſuch a thing,— 
WE ED Fou cannot ſhow me. 
Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 
[Drum and trumpets within : chambers diſcharged. 


Wal. What's that? 
Cham. Look out there, ſome of you. [Exit a Servant. 
Vol. What warlike voice? 


And 
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And to what end is this ?—Nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war you are privileg'd. 


Re-enter Servant, 


Cham. How now? what is't ? 
Serv. A noble troop of ſtrangers; 
For ſo they ſeem : they have left their barge, and landed; 
And hither make, as great ambaſſadors | 
From foreign princes, 


Vol. Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give them welcome, you can ſpeak the French tongue; 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them, 
Into our preſence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall ſhine at full upon them :—Some attend him.— _ 

[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All ariſe, and tables removed. 
You have now a broken banquet ; but we'll mend it, 
A good digeſtion to you all: and, once more, 
I ſhower a welcome on you; - Welcome all. 


Hautboys. Enter the King, and tavelve others, dt Maſkers, 
habited like Shepherds, with ſixteen torch-bearers; wjber d 
by the Lord Chamberlain. 7 hoy paſs directx before the 
Cardinal, and gracejuily falute him. 


A noble company! What are their pleaſures ? 


Cham. Becauſe they ſpeak no Englith, thus they pray*d 


To tell your grace ;— That having heard by fame 
Of this ſo noble and ſo fair aſſembly a 
This night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 
Out of the great reſpect they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocks; and, under your tair conduct, 
Crave leave to view theſe ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 


& + H ol, 
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Wil. Say, lord chamberlain, 
They have done my poor houſe grace ; for which 1 pay 
them 
A thouſand thanks, and pray them take their pleaſures. 


[Ladies choſen for the dance. The King chooſes 
BS ANNE BULLEN. 
K, Hen, The faireſt hand I ever touch'd! O, beauty, 


Till now I never knew thee. [Mufick, Dance, 
Mol. My lord, — N 
Cham, Your grace ? | 
Wol. Pray, tell them thus much from me: 


There mould be one amongſt them, by his perſon, 
More worthy this place than myſelf; to whom, 
If I but knew him, with my love and . 

I would ſurrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

{ Cham. gees to the en, and returns. 

Mol. What fay they? 

Gan. Such a one, they all confeſs, 
There is, indeed; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Aol. Let me ſee then.— 

ö [ Comes from his ſtate. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;—Here I'll make 
My royal choice. 

K. Hen, You have found him, cardinal : 
| | [ Unmaſking, 
Lou hold a fair aſſembly ; you do well, lord: 
You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you, cardinal, 


I ſhould judge now 7 unhappily. a 
Wal. I am glad, 
Your grace 1s grown ſo pleaſant. 
K. Hen. | | My lord 8 


Pr'ythee, come hither ; What fair lady's that ? ? 
7 Cham. 
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Cham. An't pleaſe your grace, fir Thomas Bullen's 


daughter, 
The viſcount Rochford, one of her highneſs* women. 
K. Hen. By heaven, ſhe is a dainty one.—Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly, to take you out, 
And not to kiſs pen health, gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 
Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1s the banquet ready 
I' the privy chamber? 
Low. Yes, 1 85 lord. 
Mol. 
J fear, with i is a little heated. 
K. Hen. I fear, too much. 


N 2. "S WooC'< freſher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. | 


K. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one.—Sweet + partner, 
I muſt not yet forſake you :—Let's be merry ;— 


Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to theſe fair ladies, and a meaſure 


To lead them once again; and then let's dream 
Who's beſt in favour.—Let the muſick knock it. 


[ Exeunt, with trumpets, 


Your grace, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


—— — —— — —— —ä—I — — ud 


A Street. 


_ Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 


1 Cent. Whither away ſo faſt ? 
2 Gent, O,—God fave you! 
Even to the hall, to hear what ſhall become 
Of the great duke of Buckingham, 
1 G nt. I'll fave you 
That labour, fir. All's now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the priſoner. 
2 Gent. Were you there? 
1 Gent. Ves, indeed, was IJ. 
2 Gent. Pray, ſpeak, what has happen'd ? 
1 Gent. You may gueſs quickly what. 7 
2 Gent. | Is he found anther ? 
1 Gent, Yes, truly, is he, and condemn'd upon it. 
2 Gent. I am ſorry for't. 
1 Gent. So are a number more. 
2 Gent, But, pray, how paſs'd it? 
1 Gent, I'll tell you in a little. The great bak 
Came to the bar; where, to his accuſations, 
He pleaded ſtill, not guilty, and alledg'd 
Many ſharp reaſons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on the examinations, proots, confeſſions 
Of divers witneſſes; which the duke deſir'd 
To him brought, viva woce, to his face: 
At which appear'd againſt him, his ſurveyor; 
| Sir 
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Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor; and John Court, 
(onfeſſor to him; with that devil-monk, 
I »kins, that made this miſchief. 


Gent. | T hat was he, 
1 fed him with his prophecies ? 
Cent. Ihe ſame. 


A 1 chez accus'd him ftrongly; which he fain 
Weoud hase fung from him, but, indeed, he could not: 
id ſo nis peers, upon this evidence, ER 
Fo found him guilty ot high. treaſon. Much 
F- and learnedly, for life; but all 
V ior pitied in him, or forgotten. 
\tter all this, how did he bear himſelf? 
* When he was brought again to the bar, to hear 
H's Kneil rung out, his judgement, —lle was ſtirr'd 
With ſuch an agony, he ſweat extremely, 
And ſomething ſpoke in choler, ill, and haſty: 
But he fell to himſelf again, and, ſweetly, 
In all the reſt ſhow'd a molt noble patience. 
2 Gent, I do not think, he tears death. 
1 Gent. e | Sure, he does not, 
He never was ſo womaniſh; the cauſe | 
He may a little grieve at. 


2 Gent. | | Certainly, 
The cardinal is the end of this. 
1 Cen. Tis likels, 


By all conjectures : Firſt, Kildare's attainder, 
Then deputy of Ireland; who remov'd, 

Earl Surrey was ſent hither, and 1n haite $90; 
Left he ſhould help his father, | 


2 Gent, _ That trick of ſtate 
Was a deep envious one, 
1 Gent. At his 1 


No doubt, he will requite it. This is noted, 
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And generally; whoever the king favours, 

The cardinal inſtantly will find e 

And far enough from court too. 

2 Gent, 5 ">: he commons 

Hate him perniciouſly, and, o' my conſcience, 

With him ten fathom deep: this duke as much 

They love and dote on; call him, bounteous Buckingham, 
The mirror of all e 

1 Gent. e ee there, fir, 

And ſee the noble ruin'd man you ſpeak of. 


Enter BuckIx HAM from his arraignment ; Tipſtawes before 
him, the axe with the edge towards him; halberds on each 
fide: abiib him, Sir THoMas LOVELIL, Sir NICHOLAS 
Vaux, Sir WILLIAM SANDS, and common people. 


2 Gent. Let's ſtand cloſe, and behold him. 
Buch. All good people, 
Lou that thus far have come to pity me, 
Hear what I ſay, and then go home and loſe me. 
I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgement, 
And by that name muſt die; Yet, heaven bear witneſs, 
And, if I have a conſcience, let it fink me, 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful! 
The law I bear no malice for my death, 
It has done, upon the premiſes, but juſtice ; 
But thoſe, that ſought it, I could wiſh more chriſtians : 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive them: 
Vet let them look they glory not in miſchief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men; 
For then my guiltleſs blood muſt cry againſt them. 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I ſue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that loy'd me, 
| And 
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And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, | 
Go with me, like good angels, to my end ; 
And, as the long divorce of ſteel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one {weet ſacrifice, 
And lift my ſoul to heaven.—Lead on, o'God's name. 
Low. I do beſeech your grace, for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all; | 
There cannot be thoſe numberleſs offences 
Gainſt me, I can't take peace with: no black envy 
Shall make my grave.—Commend me to his grace; 
And, if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's ; and, till my ſoul forſake me, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him: May he live 
Longer than J have time to tell his years 
Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be! 
And, when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodneſs and he fill up one monument! 
Lov. To the water fide I muſt conduct your grace; 
Then give my charge up to fir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end, | 
Vaux. Prepare there, 
The duke 1s coming : ſee, the barge be ready; 
And fit it with ſuch furniture, as ſuits 
The greatneſs of his perſon. 
Buck. 2 My, it Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my ſtate now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high conſtable, 
And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward Bohun : 
| | e 
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Vet I am richer than my baſe accuſers, 

That never knew what truth meant: I now ſeal it; 

And with that blood will make them one day groan for't. 

My noble'father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who firſt rais'd head againſt uſurping Richard, 

Flying for ſuccour to his ſervant Baniſter, 

Being diſtreſs'd, was by that wretch betray'd, 

And without trial fell; God's peace be with him ! 

Henry the ſeventh ſucceeding, truly pitying 

My father's loſs, like a moſt royal prince, 

Reſtor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 

Made my name once more noble. Now his ſon, 

Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 

That made me happy, at one ſtroke has taken 

For ever from the world. I had my trial, 

And, muſt needs ſay, a noble one; which makes me 

A little happier than my wretched father: 

Vet thus far we are one in fortunes, - Both 

Fell by our ſervants, by thoſe men we lov*d moſt; 

A moſt unnatural and faithleſs ſervice ! | 

Heaven has an end in all: Yet, you that hear me, 

This from a dying man receive as certain : | 

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counſels, 

| Be ſure, you be not looſe; for thoſe you make friends, 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again 

But where they mean to ſink ye. All good people, 

Pray for me! I muſt now forſake ye; the laſt hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell: | ; 

And when you would ſay ſomething that is ſad, 

Speak how I fell, -I have done; and God forgive me! 
[ Exeunt BUCKiNGHAM and Train, 

| 1 Gent, 
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x Gent. O, this is full of pity!— Sir, it calls, 
J fear, too many curſes on their As 
That were the authors. 

2 Gent. If the duke be guiltleſs, 
*Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enſuing evil, if it fall, 

Greater than this. 

1 Gent, Good angels keep it from us! 
What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, fir? 
2 Gent, This ſecret is fo weighty, twill require 
A ſtrong faith to conceal it. 


x Gent. 9. Let me have it; 
I do not talk much, | 
2 Gent. I am confident ; 


| You ſhall, fir: Did you not of late Hays hear 
A buzzing, of a ſeparation _ 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

1 Gent. | Ves, but it held not: 
For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the lord mayor, ſtraight 
To ſtop the rumour, and allay thoſe ton den 
That durſt diſperſe it. 

2 Gent. But that ſander, fir, 

Is found a truth now: for it grows again 

Freſher than e'er it was; and held for certain, 
The king will venture at it, Either the cardinal, 
Or ſome about him near, have, out of malice 

To the good queen, poſſeſs'd him with a {cruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, 5 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately; 

As all think, for this buſinels. 5 

1 Gent. Tis the cardinal ; 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 
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For not beftowing on him, at his aking, 
The archbiſhoprick of 'T oledo, this is purpos'd. ; | 
2 Gent, I think, you have hit the mark : : But is't not 
Cruel, 
That ſhe ſhould feel the ſmart of this? * The cardinal 
Will have his will, and ſhe muſt fall. 
1 Gent, Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this; : 
Let's think 1 in private more. t 


SCENE II. 
An Antechamber in the Palace. 


Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter. 


Cham. My lord,—The horſes your lordſhip ſent for, with 
all the care I had, I ſaw well choſen, ridden, and furniſhed. 
They were young, and handſome; and of the beſt breed in the 
north, When they wwere ready to ſet out for London, à man of 
my lord cardinal's, by commiſſion, and main power, took em 
from me; with this reaſon, —His maſter would be ſerved 
before a ſubje, if not before the _ which ſlopp'd our 
mouths, fir. | 


I fear, he will, indeed: Well, let him have them ; 
He will have all, I think, 


Enter the Dukes of NORFOLK and SUFFOLK. 


Nor. | Well met, my good 
Lord chamberlain. = | 
Cham, Good day to both your graces. 


Suf. How is the king employ'd ? 


Chan, 
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Cham, = I left him private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Nr. What's the cauſe? 


Cham. It ſeems, the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conſcience. 


Suf. | No, his conſcience 
Has crept too near another lady. 
Nor. | *Tis ſo; 


This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal : 

That blind prieſt, like the eldeſt ſon of fortune, 

Turns what he liſt. The king will know him one day. 
Suff. Pray God, he do! he'll never know himſelf elle. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his buſineſs! | 

And with what zeal ! For, now he has crack'd the league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great nephew, 

He dives into the king's ſoul; and there ſcatters 

_ Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conſcience, 

Fears, and deſpairs, and all theſe for his marriage: 

And, out of all theſe to reſtore the king, 

He counſels a divorce : a loſs of her, 

That, like a jewel, has. hung twenty years 

About his neck, yet never loſt her luſtre ; 

Of her, that loves him with that excellence 

That angels love good men with; even of her, 

That, when the greateſt ſtroke of fortune falls, 

Will bleſs the king: And is not this courſe pious ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from ſuch counſel ! Tis moſt 

true, | 

| Theſe news are every where; ; every tongue bee them, 

And every true heart weeps for't: All, that dare 

Look into theſe affairs, ſee this main end,— 

The French king's ſiſter. Heaven will one day open 

The king's eyes, that ſo long have ſlept * 

This bold bad man. 
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Suf. And free us from his ſlavery. 
Nor. We had need pray, | 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages: all men's honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be faſhion' d 
Into what pitch he pleaſe. | 
Suff. For me, my lords, 2 
1 love him not, nor fear him; there's my creed: 
As T am made without him, ſo I'll ſtand, 
If the king pleaſe; his curſes and his bleſſings 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in, 
I knew him, and I know him; fo I leave him 
To him, that made him proud, the pope. 
ET, Let's in; 
And, with ſome * buſineſs, ot the king 
From theſe ſad thoughts, that work too much upon him — 
My lord, you'll bear us RP ? | | 
Cham, | | Excuſe me 
The king hath ſent 1 me otherwhere : beſides, 
You'll find a moſt unfit time to diſturb him: ; 
Health to your lordſhips. 
Nor, Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 
| [Exit Lord Chamberlain, 


NoRFOLK opens a folding-door. The King ig diſcovered 
A. and "— penſively. 


Suf. How ſad he looks! ſure, he i 18 wh afllited. 

K. Hen. Who is there? ha? 

8 | Pray God, he be not angry. 

K. Hen, Who's there, I ſay? How dare you thruſt Pw 
ſelves 
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Into my private meditations ? 
Whoam I? ha? 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty, this way, 
Is buſineſs of eſtate; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleaſure. 

K. Hen. You are too bold; 
Go to; I'll make ye know your times of buſineſs: 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha 


Enter WOLSEY and CAMPEIUS. 


Who's there? my good lord cardinal ?=O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded conſcience, 
Thou art a cure fit for a king. —You're welcome, 
T CAMPEIUS, 
Moſt hne reverend ſir, into our kingdom; 
Uſe us, and it: My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker, [JD WolsEY- 
Wol. Sir, you cannot. | 
I would, your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 
K. Hen. {Fs We are buſy; go. 
[To NoRFOLK and SUFFOLK, 
Nor. This prieſt has no pride in him ? 
Suf. Not to ſpeak of; 
I would not be fo kick though, for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 


Nor. t do, 
I'll venture one heave at him. 
Suf. | L another. 


[Exeunt NORFOLK and SUFFOLK, 
Wa. "our grace has given a precedent of wiſdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely | 
D 2 Your 
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Vour ſcruple to the voice of Chriſtendom: 
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 
Muſt now confeſs, if they have any goodneſs, 
The trial juſt and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean, the learned ones, in chriſtian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices; Rome, the nurſe of judgement, 
Invited by your noble ſelf, hath ſent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man, 
This juſt and e prieſt, cardinal Campeius; 
Whom, once more, I preſent unto your highneſs. 
K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms I bid him wel- 
come, | ; 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves; 
They have ſent me ſuch a man I would have wiſh'd for. 

Cam. Your grace muſt needs deſerve all ſtrangers loves, 
You are ſo noble: To your highneſs' hand 
I tender my commiſſion ; by whoſe virtue, 

(The court of Rome commanding,)—you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their ſervant, 
In the unpartial judging of this buſineſs. | | 
K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen ſhall be ac- 
quainted _ | 
Forthwith, for what you come: — Where's Gardiner? 

ol. IJ know, your majeſty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of leſs place might aſk by law, 

Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. 

K. Hen. Ay, and the beſt, ſhe ſhall have; and my favour 
To him that does beſt ; God forbid elſe. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new ſecretary ; 

T find him a fit fellow. : [Exit WOLSEY. 


L | Re-enter 


Ad 11. KING HENRY VIII. „ 


Re-enter WoL s EY, with GARDINER, 


Mol. Give me your hand: much joy and favour to you; 
Lou are the king's now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by your grace, whoſe hand has rais'd me. [ A/ide. 
K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. [They converſe apart. 
Cam. My lord of Vork, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him? 


Wal. Yes, he was. 
Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 
Mol. N Ves, ſurely. 


Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpread then 
Even of yourſelf, lord cardinal. 

Wol. | )J ew of me? 

Cam. They will not ſtick to ſay, you envy'd him; 
And, fearing he would riſe, he was ſo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man ftill : which ſo griev'd him, 
That he ran mad, and died. | 5 

Mol. Heaven's peace be with him 
That's chriſtian care enough: for living murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool; 
For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
I will have none ſo near elſe. Learn, this brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 

k. Hen. Deliver this with modeſty to the queen. 

1 [Exit GaRDꝗIX ER. 

The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 
For ſuch receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 
There ye ſhall meet about this weighty buſineſs ;— 
My Wolſey, fee it furniſh'd, O my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
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So ſweet a bedfellow ? But, conſcience, conſcience, _ 
O, tis a tender place, and I muſt leave her. [ Exeunt. 


| SCENE III. 
An Antechamber in the Queen's Apartments. 
Enter ANNE BULLEN, and an old Lady. 


Anne. Not for that neither;—Here's the pang that 
pinches: _ = 

His highneſs having liv'd ſo long with her; and ſhe 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her,—by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing ;—O now, after 
So many courſes of the ſun enthron'd, 
Still growing in a majeſty and pomp,—the which 
To leave is a thouſand-fold more bitter, than 
Tis ſweet at firſt to acquire,—after this proceſs, 
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 
Would move a monſter. 


Old L. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. | N 
Anne, O, God's will! much better, 


She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 

It from the bearer, tis a ſufferance, panging 

As ſoul and body's ſevering. 


Old I. 5 Alas, poor lady! 
She's a ſtranger now again. 
Anne. | | So much the more 


Muſt pity drop upon her. Verily, 
I ſwear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 


Than 
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Than to be perk'd up in a gliſtering grief, 
And wear a golden ſorrow, | 
. | Our content 
Is our beſt having, 
Anne: By my troth, has maidenhead, 
 T would not be a queen. 

Old IL. =  Beſhrew me, I would, 
And venture maidenhead for't ; and ſo would you, 
For all this ſpice of your hypocriſy : | 
You, that have ſo fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, ſovereignty ; 

Which, to ſay ſooth, are bleſſings : and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
| Of your ſoft cheveril conſcience would receive, 
If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it. 
| Anne. | Nay, good troth,— 


Old I. Ves, troth, and troth,—Y ou would not be a 


queen ? 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven, 


Old I. *Tis ſtrange; a three-pence bow'd would hire me, 


Old as I am, to queen it: But, I pray you, 
What think you of a ducheſs ? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Od I. Then you are weakly made : Pluck off a little; 
I would not be a young count in your way, 
For more than bluſhing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchſafe this burden, *tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy, | 

Anne, Ho you do talk! 
I ſwear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L, In faith, for little England 
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Vou'd venture an emballing : I myſelf 
Would for Carnarvonſhire, although there long' d 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 


Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham. Good morrow, ladies, What were't worth to 
| | know 
The ſecret of your conference ? | 

Ane... My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your aſking : 
Our miſtreſs' ſorrows we were pitying. | 
Cham. It was a gentle buſineſs, and becoming 
The action of good women: there is hope, 
All will be well. | 
Anne. Now I pray God, amen! 

Cham, You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly bleſſing: 
Follow ſuch creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I ſpeak ſincerely, and high note's 

Tab en of your many virtues, the king's majeſty 
Commend«˖ his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpoſe honour to you no leſs flowing 
Than marchioneſs of Pembroke; to which title 
A thouſand pound a year, annual ſupport, 
Out of his grace he adds. | 
Anne. I do not know, 
What kind of my obedience I ſhould tender; 
More than my all is nothing: nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wiſhes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers, and wiſhes, 
Are all I can return. *Beſeech your lordihip, 
Vouchſafe to ſpeak my thanks, and my obedience, 
As from a bluſhing handmaid, to his highneſs ; 
Whoſe health, and royalty, I pray for. 


Cham, 
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Can. Lady, 
I ſhall not fail to approve the fair conceit, 
The king hath of you.—I have perus'd her well; [Aale, 
Beauty and honour in her are ſo mingled, N 
That they have caught the king: and who knows yet 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 

To lighten all this iſle ?—T'll to the king, 
And ſay, I {poke with you. 
Ane. My ig d ond: 
Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Old IJ. Why, this it 183 ſee, ſee ! 
I have been begging ſixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 
For any ſuit of pounds : and you, (O fate!) 
A very freſh-fiſh here, (fye, fye upon 
This compell'd fortune!) have your mouth fill'd up, 
Before you open it. 
Anne. This is ſtrange to me. 
Old L. How taſtes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, ('tis an old ſtory,) 
That would not be a queen, that would ſhe not, 
For all the mud in Egypt :—Have you heard it ? 
Anne. Come, you are pleaſant. 
Old I. | | With your theme, n could 
O'ermount the lark. The marchioneſs of Pembroke 
A thouſand pounds a year! for pure reſpect ; 
No other obligation : By my life, | 
That promiſes more thouſands : Honour's train 
Is longer than his foreſkirt. By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a ducheſs ;—Say, 
Are you not ſtronger than you were? 
. Good lady, 
Make yourlelf mirth with your particular fancy, 


And 
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And leave me out on't. Would J had no being, 
If this ſalute my blood a jot ; it faints me, 

To think what follows. 8 

The queen is comfortleſs, and we forgetful 

In our long abſence : Pray, do not deliver 

What here you have heard, to her. 


Od L. What do you think me? 
| Fe os [ Exeunt, 
SCENE IV. 
A Hall in Black-Fryars, 


Trumpets, ſennet, and cornets., Enter two Vergers, with ſhort 
filver wands; next them, two Scribes, in the habits of 
doctors; after them, the Archbiſhop of Canterbury alone; 
after him, the Biſhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rocheſter, and 
Saint Aſaph ; next them, with ſome ſmall diſtance, follows 

_ a gentleman bearing the purſe, with the great ſeal, and a 
cardinal's hat; then two Prieſts, bearing each a ſilver croſs 
then à Gentleman. uſher bare-headed, accompanied with a 
Sergeant at arms, bearing a ſilver mace; then two Gentle 

men, bearing two great filver pillars; after them, ſide by 
fide, the two Cardinals WOLSEY and CAMPEIUS ; two 

NMoblemen with the ſword and mace. Then enter the King 

and Queen, and their trains. The King takes place under 
the cloth of ſtate ; the two Cardinals fit under him, as judges, 

The Queen takes place, at ſome diſtance from the King, The 
Biſhops place themſelves on each ſide tbe court, in manner of 
a conſiſtory; below them, the Scribes. The Lords ſit next 

' the Biſhops. The Crier and the reſt of the attendants ſtand 
in convenient order about the ſtage, 


Mol. Whilſt our commiſſion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commanded, 
4 | K, Hen, 


K. Hen. What's the need ? ? 

It hath already publickly been read, | 

And on all fides the authority allow'd ; 

You may then ſpare that time. 

Wal. | | Be't ſo:—Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into the court. 

Crier. Henry king of England, &c. 

K. Hen. Here, 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come into 
court. 

Crier, Katharine queen of England, xc. 


[The Queen makes no anſaver, riſes out of ber chair, goes 
about the court, comes to the King, and kneels at his feet; 


then ſpeaks. 


2. Kath, Sir, IT deſire you, do me right and juſtice 
And to beſtow your pity on me: for 

I am a moſt poor woman, and a ſtranger, 

Born out of your dominions; having here 

No judge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance 

Of equal friendſhip and proceeding. Alas, fir, 

In what have I offended you ? what cauſe 

Hath my behaviour given to your diſpleaſure, 

That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, 

And take your good grace from me? Heaven witneſs, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike, . 

Yea, ſubje& to your countenance; glad, or ſorry, 
As I ſaw it inclin'd. When was the hour, 

I ever contradicted your deſire, 

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friends 
Have I not ftrove to love, although I knew 


He 
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He were mine enemy? what friend of mine, 

That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence diſcharg'd ? Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 


_ Upward of twenty years, and have been bleſt 


With many children by you : If, in the courſe 


And proceſs of this time, you can report, 


And prove it too, againſt mine honour aught, 


My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 


Againft your facred perſon, in God's name, 
Turn me away; and let the foul'ſt contempt 


Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 


To the ſharpeſt kind of juſtice. Pleaſe you, fir, 
The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince moſt prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatch'd wit and judgement: Ferdinand, 
My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 
The wiſeſt prince, that there had reign'd by many 


A year before: It is not to be queſtion'd 


That they had gather'd a wiſe council to them 

Of every realm, that did debate this buſineſs, 

Who deem'd our marriage lawful : Wherefore I humbly 
eſeech you, fir, to ſpare me, till T may 

Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whole counſel 

I will implore : if not; 1'the name of God, 

Your N be fulfill'd! 
ol. N Vou have here, lady, 


(And of your choice,) theſe reverend fathers ; men 


Of fingular integrity and learning, 
Vea, the elect of the land, who are aſſembled 
To plead your cauſe ; It ſhall be therefore bootleſs, 


That longer you deſire the court; as well 


For 
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For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What 1s unſettled 0s king. 
Cam. His grace 
Hath ſpoken wall and juſtly : Therefore, RA 
It's fit this royal ſeſſion do proceed ; 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 


„ | Lord cardinal,— 
To you I ſpeak. : | 
. Voour pleaſure, madam ? 
Q, Kath. | Sir, 


I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream'd ſo,) certain, 
The daughter of a king, my EPs of tears 
I'll turn to ſparks of fire. 

Wal. 3 Be patient yet. 

9. Kath, I will, when you are humble; nay, before, 
Or God will puniſh me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumſtances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge, 
Lou ſhall not be my judge; for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me,— 
Which God's dew quench !— Therefore, I ſay again, 
T utterly abhor, yea, from my ſoul 
Refuſe you for my judge; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my moſt malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth, | 
Mol. — I do profeſs, 
You ſpeak not like yourſelf ; who ever yet 
Have ſtood to charity, and diſplay'd the effects 
Of diſpoſition gentle, and of wiſdom 


O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong : 


I have no ſpleen againſt you; nor injuſtice 
For you, or any's how far I have proceeded, 
| Or 
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Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 
By a commiſſion from the conſiſtory, 
Yea, the whole conſiſtory of Rome. You charge me, 


That T have blown this coal: I do deny it: 


The king is preſent : If it be known to him, 


That I gainſay my deed, how may he wound, 


And worthily, my falſehood ? yea, as'much 


Ass you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 


It lies, to cure me: and the cure is, to 
Remove theſe thoughts from you : The which before 


His highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, I do beſeech 


You, gracious madam, to unthink your n. 
And to ſay ſo no more. 
9. Kath. My lord, my lord, 


I am a ſimple woman, much too weak 


To oppoſe your cunning. Vou are meek and humble- 
mouth'd; | 


5 Vou ſign your place and calling, in full ſeeming, | 


With meekneſs and humility : but your heart 

Is cramm'd with arrogancy, ſpleen, and pride. 

You have, by fortune, and his highneſs' favours, 
Gone lightly o'er low ſteps ; and now are mounted, 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words, 
Domeſticks to you, ſerve your will, as't pleaſe 


Yourſelf pronounce their office. I muſt tell you, 
Fou tender more your perſon's honour, than 
Your high profeſſion ſpiritual : That again 


I do refuſe you for my judge; and here, 


Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 
| To bring my whole cauſe fore his holineſs, 


And to be judg'd by him. | 
L She curt'/ies to the Kin g: and offers to depart, 
Cam, 
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Cam. The queen is obſtinate, 


Stubborn to juſtice, apt to accuſe it, and 
Diſdainful to be try'd by it; tis not well. 
She's going away. 
K. Hen. Call her again. 
Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into the court. 
Grif. Madam, you are call'd back. 
: Kath, What need you note it? pray you, keep your 
| way: 
When you are call'd, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me paſt my patience !- pray you, paſs on: 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more, 
Upon this buſineſs, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 
[ Exeunt Queen, GRIFFITH, and her ihe Attendants. 
K. Hen. | Go thy ways, Kate: 
That man i'the world, who ſhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that: Thou art, alone, 
If thy rare qualities, ſweet gentleneſs, 
Thy meekneſs ſaint-like, wife-like government. 
Obeying in commanding,—and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious elſe, could ſpeak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens :—She is noble born; 
And, like her true nobility, ſhe has 
Carried herſelf towards me. 
Mol. | 7 Moſt gracious ſir, 
In humbleſt manner J require your highneſs, 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all theſe ears, (for where I am robb'd and bound, 
There muſt I be unloos'd ; although not there 
At once and fully ſatisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this buſineſs to your highneſs ; or 
| Laid any ſcruple in your way, which might 
RD Induce 
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Induce you to the queſtion on't ? or ever 
Rave to you,—but with thanks to God for ſuch 
A royal lady,—ſpake one the leaſt word, might 
Be to the prejudice of her preſent ſtate, 
Or touch of her good perſon ? 
"Ks Hen. | My lord cardinal, 
I do excuſe you; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from't. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſo, but, like to village curs, 
Bark when their fellows do: by ſome of theſe 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd : 
But will you be more juſtify'd ? you ever 
Have wiſh'd the ſleeping of this buſineſs ; never | 
Deſir'd it to be ſtirr'd; but oft have hinder'd ; oft 
The paſlages made toward it :—on my honour, 
I ſpeak my good lord cardinal to this point, 
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to” 3 
I will be bold with time, and your attention :— 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ;—give heed 
tot: 
My conſcience firſt receiv'd a tenderneſs, 5 
Scruple, and prick, on certain ſpeeches utter'd 
By the biſhop of Payonne, then French ambaſſador; 
Who had been hither ſent on the debating 
A marriage, twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary: I'the prozreſs of this buſineſs, 
Ere a determinate reſolution, he | | 
(I mean, the biſhop) did require a reſpite ; 
| Wherein he might the king his lord advertiſe 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Reſpecting this our marriage with the dowager, 
Sometimes our brother's wife. This reſpite ſhook 
The boſom of my conſcience, enter'd me, 


Yea, 


in | KING HENRY VIII. 


Yea, with a ſplitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breaſt ; which forc'd ſuch way, 
That many maz'd conſiderings did throng, 

And preſs'd in with this caution. Firſt, methought, 
I ſtood not in the ſmile of heaven; who had 
 Commanded nature, that my lady's womb, 

If it conceiv'd a male child by me, ſhould 

Do no more offices of life to't, tan 
The grave does to the dead: for her male iſſue 

Or died where they were made, or ſhortly after 
This world had air'd them: Hence I took a thought, 
This was a judgement on me; that my kingdom, 
Well worthy the beſt heir o'the world, ſhould not 
Be gladded in't by me : Then follows, that 
TI weigh'd the danger which my realms ſtood in 
By this my iſſue's fail; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild ſea of my conſcience, I did ſteer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now preſent here together ; that's to ſay, 
TI meant to rectify my conſcience, - which 

I then did feel full ſick, and yet not well, — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land, 
And dottors learn'd.—Firſt, I began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my oppreſſion I did reek, 

When I firſt moy'd you. 

Lin. | Very well, my liege. 


49 


K. Hen. I have ſpoke long; be pleas'd yourſelf to ſay 


Ho far you ſatisfy*d me. 
Lin, So pleaſe your highneſs, 
The queſtion did at firſt ſo ſtagger me,— 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, 
And conſequence of dread,—that I committed 
| 'Þ 
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The daring'ſt counſel which I had, to doubt; 
And did entreat your highneſs to this courſe, 


Which you are running here. 


K. Hen. I then mov'd you, 
My lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
'To make this preſent ſummons :—Unſolicited 


I left no reverend perſon in this court; 


But by particular conſent proceeded, | 
Under your hands and ſeals. Therefore, go on : 
For no diflike i'the world againſt the perſon 

Of the good queen, but the ſharp thorny points 


Of my alledged reaſons, drive this forward : 


Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life, 

And kingly dignity, we are contented 

To wear our mortal itate to come, with her, 

Katharine our queen, before the SERIE creature 

That's paragon'd o'the world. 
Cam. So pleaſe your N 

The queen being abſent, tis a needful fitneſs 

That we adjourn this court till further day: 

Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion 

Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 

She intends unto his holineſs, [Thy riſe to depart. 
K. Hen. | I may perceive, [ Afide, 

Theſe cardinals trifle with me: I abhor | 

This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome. 

My learn'd and well-beloved ſervant, Cranmer, 

Pr'ythee return! with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort comes along. Break up the court : 

I . ſet on. [Excunt, n manner as wy enter" d. | 
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_ ACT III. SCENE I. 


Palace at Bridewell. 
A Room in the Queen's Apartment. 
The Queen, and ſome of her Women, at work, 


9. Kath, Take thy lute, wench : my ſoul grows fad with 
, 
Sing, and diſperſe them, if thou canſt: leave working. 
SONG. 
Orpheus with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain-tops, that freeze, 
Bow themſelues, when he did ſing: 

To his muſick, plants, and flowers, 


Ever ſprung ; as ſun, and ſhowers, 
There had made a laſting ſpring. 


Ewery thing that heard him play, 
Ewen the billows of the ſea, 
Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
In ſweet muſick is ſuch art; 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 
Fall aſleep, or, hearing, die. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


9, Kath, How now? : 
Gent. An't pleaſe your grace, the two great cardinals 
Wait in the preſence, | 
E 2 O. Kath. 
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9. Kath, Would they ſpeak with me? 
Gent, They will'd me fay ſo, madam. 
Q. Kath. . Pray their graces 


To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be their buſineſs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour ? 

I do not like their coming, now I think on't. 

They ſhould be good men; their affairs as Os 1 : 

| But all hoods make not monks. 


Enter Woll s Ex and r 


Mol. Peace to your highneſs ! 
Qi Kath, Your graces find me here part of a houſewife , 
I would be all, againſt the worſt may happen. 

What are your pleaſures with me, reverend lords? 

Wol. May it pleaſe you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we ſhall * you _ 

The full cauſe of our coming. 

ND, Kato. -- © Speak it here "I 
There's nothing I have done yet, o' my conſcience, 
Deſerves a corner: Would, all other women 
Could ſpeak this with as free a ſoul as I do! 

My lords, I care not, (fo much I am happy 

Above a number, ) if my actions 

Were tried by every tongue, every eye ſaw them, 

Envy and baſe opinion ſet againſt them, 

I know my life ſo even: If your bufineſs 

Seek me out, and that way I am wile in, 

Out with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing. 
Wol. Tanta eſt erga te mentis integritas, regina ſereniſima.— 
9. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin; 

I am not ſuch a truant ſince my coming, 

As not to know the language I have liv'd in: 

A ſtrange tongue makes my cauſe n more ute, ſuſpicious ; ; 


Pray, 
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Pray, ſpeak in Engliſh : here are ſome will thank you, 

If you ſpeak truth, for their poor miſtreſs” ſake ; 

Believe me, ſhe has had much wrong : Lord cardinal, 

The willing'ſt fin I ever yet committed, 

May be abſolv'd in Engliſh. 

Mol. Noble lady, 

I am ſorry, my integrity ſnould breed, 

(And ſervice to his majeſty and you,) 

So deep ſuſpicion, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accuſation, 

To taint that honour every good tongue bleſſes; 

Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow; 

You have too much, good lady: but to know 

How you ſtand minded in the weighty difference 

Between the king and you; and to deliver, 

Like free and honeſt men, our juſt Opinions, 

And comforts to your cauſe, . 
Cam. MMoſt honour'd madam, 

My lord of Vork, —out of his noble nature, | 

Zeal and obedience he ſtill bore your grace; 

Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenſure 

Both of his truth and him, (which was too far, — 

Offers, as I do, in a ſign of peace, 

His ſervice and his counſel. | | 
9. Kath, To betray me. [Alle. 

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 

Ve ſpeak like honeſt men, (pray God, ye prove ſo!) 

But how to make ye ſuddenly an anſwer, 

In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine honour, 

(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit, 

And to ſuch men of gravity and learning, 

In truth, I know not. I was ſet at work | 

Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 

Either for ſuch men, or ſuch buſineſs. 
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34 KING HENBY vIII: Act 111, 
For her ſake that I have been, (for I feel 
The laſt fit of my greatneſs,) good your graces, 
Let me have time, and counſel, for my caule ; 
Alas! Jam a woman, friendleſs, hopeleſs. 
lol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with theſe fears; ; 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
Q: Kath, 3 In England, 
But little for my profit : Can you think, lords, 
That any Engliſhman dare give me counſel ? 


Or be a known friend, *gainſt his highneſs' pleaſure, 
(Though he be grown ſo deſperate to be honeſt,) 


And live a ſubject ? Nay, forſooth, my friends, 
Tliey that muſt weigh out my afflictions, 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here; 


| They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine own country, lords, 


Cam, 1 would, your grace 
Would leave your griefs, and take my counſel. 
Q: Kath, | How, fir? 


Cam, Put your 1 main ok into the king's protection; 
He's loving, and moſt gracious: *twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cauſe 
For, if the trial of the law o'ertake you, 
You'll part away diſgrac'd. | 

Wal. | He tells you rightly. 

Q. Kath, Ve tell me what ye wiſh for both, my ruin; 
Is this your chriſtian counſel ? out upon ye! 


Heaven is above all yet; there ſits a judge, 


That no king can ue 
Cam. Pour rage miſtakes us. 
Q. Kath. The more ſhame for ye; "EY men I thought 
E. | 
Upon 3 two reverend cardinal virtues ; 
But cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye: | 
| Mend 
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Mend them for ſhame, my lords. Is this your comfort? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 
A woman loſt among ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn'd ? 
I will not wiſh ye half my miſeries, 
I nave more charity: But fay, I warn'd ye; 
Take heed, for heaven's ſake, take heed, leſt at once 
The burden of my ſorrows fall upon ye. 
Mol. Madam, this is a mere diſtraction ; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 
Q: Kath. Ye turn me into nothing: Woe upon ye, 
And all ſuch falſe profeſſors! Would ye have me 
(If you have any juſtice, any pity; | 
If ye be any thing but churchmen's habits,) 
Put my fick cauſe into his hands that hates me? 
Alas! he has baniſh'd me his ved already ; 
His love, too long ago: I am old, my lords, 
And all the fellowſhip I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchedneſs ? all your ſtudies 
Make me a curſe like this. | 
Cam. ___ Your fears are worſe. 
Q: Kath, Have I liv*d thus long—(let:me ſpeak myſelf, 
Since virtue finds no friends,) —a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dare fay, without vain- glory,) 
Never yet branded with ſuſpicion ? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king ? lov'd him next heaven ? obey'd him ? 
Been, out of fondneſs, ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almoſt forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords, 
Bring me a conſtant woman to her huſband, 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleaſure; ; 
And to that woman, when the has done moſt, 
Yet will I add an honour,—a great patience, 
8 | E 4 Wol, 
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Mol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Q: Kath, My lord, I dare not make myſelf fo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title | 
Your maſter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall &er divorce my dignities. 
ol. Pray, hear me. 
Q. Kath. Would 1 had never trod this Engliſh rs, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 
Ye have angels i2ces, but heaven hab your hears, 
What will become of me now, wretched lady? 
I am the moſt unhappy woman living.— 
Alas! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? 
[To her women, 
Shipwreck'd 1 upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me, 
Almoſt, no grave allow'd me :—Like the lily, 
That once was miſtreſs of the field, and flouriſh" d, 
I'll hang my head, and Peres 
Wol. | If your grace 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeſt, 
You'd feel more comfort : why ſhould we, good lady, 
Upon what cauſe, wrong you? alas! our places, 
The way of our profeſſion is againſt it; 
We are to cure ſuch ſorrows, not to ſow them. 
For goodneſs' ſake, conſider what you do; 
How you may hurt yourſelf, ay, utterly 
Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of princes kiſs obedience, 
So much they love it ; but, to ſtubborn ſpirits, 
They ſwell, and grow as terrible as ſtorms. 
I know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A ſoul as even as a calm; Pray, think us | 
Thoſe we profels, peace- -makers, friends, and ſervants. 
| | Cam. 
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Cam. Madam, you'll find it ſo. You wrong your vir 
tues 
With theſe weak women's fears. A noble ſoirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever caſts 
Such doubts, as falſe coin, from it. The king loves you ; 
Beware, you loſe it not : For us, if you pleaſe 
To truſt us in your buſineſs, we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt ſtudies in your ſervice. 
2. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords: And, pray, for- 
give me, 
If J have us'd myſelf unmannerly ; 1 
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a ſeemly anſwer to ſuch perſons. 
Pray, do my ſervice to his majeſty : 
He has my heart yet; and ſhall have my prayers, 
While I ſhall have my life. Come, reverend fathers, 
Beſtow your counſels on me : ſhe now begs, 
That little thought, when ſhe ſet footing here, 
She ſhould have bought her dignities ſo dear, Il Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Antechamber to the King's Apartment, 


Enter the Duke of NORFOLK, the Duke of SUFFOLK, the 
Earl of SURREY, and the Lord Chamberlain. 


Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a conſtancy, the cardinal 
Cannot ſtand under them : If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 
But that you ſhall ſuſtain more new diſgraces, 
With theſe you bear already. 

Sur. | = T am eres 

2 To 
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To meet the leaſt occaſion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 
Jo be reveng'd on him. 
Suf. Which of the peers 
| Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaſt 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The ſtamp of nobleneſs in any perſon, 
Out of himſelf ? | Ke 

Cham, My lords, you ſpeak your pleaſures : 
What he deſerves of you and me, I know; 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 

Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 

Bar his acceſs to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in ** tongue. 

Nor. „0, fear bin not; 
His ſpell in that is out: the king hath found 

Matter againſt him, that for ever mars 

The honey of his language. No, he's ſettled, 
Not to come off, in his diſpleaſure. 
Sur. Sir, 
I ſhould be 1 to > hear ſuch news as this 
Once every hour. | | 

Nor. Believe it, this is true. 
In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 
As I could with mine enemy. 


Sur. How came 
His practices to light? 
Si. Moſt ſtrangely. 
Cur, | O, how, how ? 


Suf. The cardinal's letter to the pope miſcarried, 
And came to the eye o'the king: wherein was read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holineſs 
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To ſtay the judgement o' the divorce ; For if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive, 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen's, lady Anne Bullen. 

Sur. Has the king this? 


Suf. Believe it. 


Sur. | Will this work ? 
Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he coaſts, 


And hedges, his own way. But in this point 

All his tricks founder, and he brings his phyſick 

After his patient's death; the king already 

Hath married the fair lady, 
Sur, *Would he had! 


Suf. May you be happy in your with, my lord; 
For, I profeſs, you have it. 


—_— Now all my joy 

Trace the conjunction ! 5 | 
8 My amen to't ! | 
m_- | . All men's. 


Suf. There's order given for her coronation: 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To ſome ears unrecounted. - But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I perſuade me, from her 
Will fall ſome bleſſing to this land, which wall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But, will the king. 

Digeſt this letter of the cardinal's ? 
The lord forbid! 8 

Nor. Marry, amen! 

Suf. 5 No, no; 

There be more waſps that buz about his noſe, 


Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinal Campeius 


Js ſtolen away to Rome; hath ta'en no leave; 
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[Jas left the cauſe o'the king unhandled ; and 
1s poſted as the agent of our cardinal, 

To ſecond all his plot. I do aſſure you 
The king cri'd, ha! at this, 


Cham. . Now, God incenſe him, 
And let him cry ha, louder! 
Nor. | | But, my lord, 


When returns Cranmer ? | | 
Suf. He is return'd, in his opinions; which 
Have ſatisfy*d the king for his divorce, 
Together with all famous colleges _ 
Almoſt in Chriſtendom : ſhortly, I believe, 
His ſecond marriage ſhall be publiſh'd, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd, queen; but princeſs dowager, 
And widow to prince Arthur, | 
Nor. ; This ſame Cranmer's 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
BE In the king's buſineſs. 
| | Suf. - He has; and we ſhall ſee him 


| For it, an archbiſhop. 

Nor. 80 I hear. 
=_  - Si. Ti fo, 
| The cardinal— | 


Enter WOLSEY and CROMWELL. 


i Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, he's moody. 
Mol. The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king ? 
| Crom. To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

= | Mol. Look d he o'the inſide of the paper? 

Crom. | Preſently 
He did unſealthem : and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it with a ſerious mind ; a heed 
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Was in his countenance: Lou, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 


Mol. | 4 Is he ready 
To come abroad ? | 
Crom. I think, by this he 1s. 
Wil, Leave me a while. — [Exit CROMWELL. 


It ſhall be to the ducheſs of Alena; 
The French king's ſiſter : he ſhall marry her.— 
Anne Bullen! No; I'll no Anne Bullens for him: 
There is more in it than fair viſage.— Bullen! 
No, we'll no Bullens.—Speedily I wiſh 
To hear from Rome. — The marchioneſs of pembroke ; 
Nor. He's diſcontented. | 


Suf. May be, he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. | 
8 Sharp enough, 


Lord, for thy juſtice! 


Wol. The late queen's gentlewoman ; a knight s daugh 


ter, 
To be her miſtreſs miſtreſs! the queen's queen! 

This candle burns not clear: tis I muſt ſnuff it; 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her virtuous. 
And well-deſerving ? yet I know her for - 

A ſpleeny Lutheran ; and not wholeſome to 
Our cauſe, that ſhe ſhould lie i' the boſom of 
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is ſprung up 
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'd at ſomething. 


Sur. I would, *twere ſomething that would fret the ſtrin g. 


The maſter- cord of his heart ! 


Ey ter 
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Enter the King, reading a ſchedule ; and LOVELL. 


Saf. The king, the king. 

K. Hen, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion! and what expence by the hour 
Seems to flow from him! How, i'the name of thrift, - 

Does he rake this together !—Now, my lords x ; 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor. My lord, we have 
Stood here obſer ving him : Some ſtrange commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and ſtarts 
Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the St; 

Then, lays his finger on his temple ; ſtraight, 
Springs out into fait gait ; then, ſtops again, 
Strikes his breaſt hard; and anon, he caſts 

His eye againſt the moon: in moſt ſtrange poſtures 
We have ſeen him ſet himſelf, 

K. Hen. | It may well be; 
There is a mutiny in his mind. This mon 
Papers of ftate he {ent me to peruſe, _ 

As I requir'd; And, wot you, what I found 
There; on my conſcience, put unwittingly ? 
Forſooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 

The ſeveral parcels of his plate, his treaſure, 
Rich ſtuffs, and ornaments of houſehold ; which 
I find at ſuch proud rate, that it out-ſpeaks 
Poſſeſſion of a ſubject, 

Nor. It's heaven 8 will 3 
Some ſpirit put this paper in the packet, 
To bleſs your eye withal. 

K. Hen. If we did think 
His contemplation were above the earth, 

And fix'd on ſpiritual object, he ſhould till 
I 


Att 111. KING HENRY vIII. 


Dwell in his muſings ; but, IT am afraid, 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His ſerious conſidering. 


He takes his ſeat ; and whiſpers LOVELL, „ Who goes 73 


WOLSEY. 
Mol. | Heaven rakes; me! — 
Ever God bleſs your highneſs! | 
K. Hen. _ Good my lord, 


You are full of heavenly ſtuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your beſt graces in your mind; the which 
You were now running o'er : you have ſcarce time 
To ſteal from ſpiritual leiſure a brief ſpan, 
To keep your earthly audit: Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill huſband; and am glad 
To have you therein my e 
ol. . Sir, 
For holy offices I have a time; ; a time 
'To think upon the part of buſineſs, which 
I bear i'the ſtate ; and nature does require 
Her times of preſervation, which, pertorce, 
I her frail ſon, amongſt my brethren mortal, 
Muſt give my tendance to. | 
K. Hen. You have ſaid well. 
Vol. And ever may your highneſs yoke together, 
As I will lend you _— my doing well 
With my well ſaying ! | 
K. Hen. TDis well ſaid again ; 
And *tis a kind of good deed, to fay well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you: 
He ſaid, he did; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come home, 
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But par'd my preſent havings, to beſtow 
My bounties upon you, 


Wol. 15 What ſhould this mean ? | 
Sur, The Lord increaſe this buſineſs ! [ A/ide. 
XN. ow... Have I not made you 


The prime man of the. ſtate ? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
And, if you may confeſs it, ſay withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What ſay you? 

Wol. My ſovereign, I confeſs, your royal graces, 
Shower'd on me daily, have been more, than could 
My ſtudied purpoſes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours :—my endeavours 
Have ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 
Vet, fil'd with my abilities: Mine own ends 
Have been mine ſo, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your moſt ſacred perſon, and 
The profit of the ſtate. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeſerver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks; 
My prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever ſhall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it. | 

K. Hen: 7 | Fairly anſwer'd; 
A loyal and obedient ſubject is 
Therein illuſtrated : The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i'the contrary, 
The foulneſs is the puniſhment, I preſume, 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour more 
On you, than any; ſo your hand, and heart, 
Vour brain, and every function of your power, 
Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of duty, 


1 
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As *twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. | 
= I do profeſs, 
That for your highneſs good I ever labour'd 
More than mine own; that am, have, and will be. 
Though all the world ſhould crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their ſoul; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock againſt the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. 3 | 
EK. Hen. | Tis nobly ſnoken : 
Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open t. Read o'er this; 
| [ Giving 1 papers. 
And, after, this : and then to breakfaſt, with 
What appetite you have. 


[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolley : the 
Nobles throng after him, ſmiling, and whiſpering. 
Wol. What ſhould this mean ? 
What ſudden anger's this? how have I reap'd it? 
| He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntſman that has gall'd him; 
Then makes him nothing. I mult read this paper; ; 
I fear, the ſtory of his anger.— Tis ſo ; 
This paper has undone me ;— Tis — account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And tee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What croſs devil 
Made me put this main ſecret in the packet 
I feat the king? Is there no way to cure this? 
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No new device to beat this from his brains ? 

I know, *twill ſtir him ſtrongly; Yet I know 

A way, if it take right, in ſpite of fortune 

Will bring me off again. What's this—To the Pope? 
The letter, as I live, with all the buſineſs 

I writ to his holineſs. Nay then, farewell! 

I have touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſs ;_ 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haſte now to my ſetting : I ſhall fall 

Like a bright exhalation in the evenings 

And no man ſee me more. 


Re-enter the Dukes l and SUFFOLK, the Earl of 
SURREY), and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Mar. Hear the kin 8 8 ; pleaſure, cardinal : who commands 
you | 

To render up the great ſeal preſently 
Into our hands; and to confine yourſelf 
To Aſher-houſe, my lord of Wincheſter's, 
Till you hear further from his highneſs. 

Mol. by Stay, 
Where's your commiſſion, lords? words cannot carry 
Authority ſo weighty. 
Sie. Who dare croſs them? 
Bearing the king's will from his mouth expreſsly ? 

Wal. Till I find more than will, or words, to do it, 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and muſt deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarſe metal ye are moulded, —envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my diſgraces, TT 
As if it fed ye? and how ſleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin! 
Follow your envious courſes, men of malice ; | 

4 | You 
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You have chriſtian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That ſeal, 

You aſk with ſuch a violence, the king, 

(Mine, and your maſter,) with his own hand gave me: 
Bade me enjoy 1t, with the place and honours, 

During my life ; and, to confirm his goodneſs, 

Ty'd it by letters patents: Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 


ol. av It muſt be himſelf then. 
pag Thou art a proud traitor, prieſt. 
Pol. | Proud lord, thou lieft ; ; 


vida theſe forty hours Surrey durſt better 
Have burnt that tongue, than ſaid ſo. 

Sur. Thuy ambition, 
Thou ſcarlet ſin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy beſt parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy! 
You ſent me deputy for Ireland; 
Far from his ſuccour, from the . from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'ſt him; 
Whilſt your great goodneſs, out of holy pity, 
Abſolv'd him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all elſe 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I anſwer, is moſt falſe. The duke by law 
Found his deſerts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His noble jury and foul cauſe can witneſs. 
If I lov d many words, lord, I ſhould tell you, 
You have as little honeſty as honour ; 
That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal maſer, 
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Dare mate a ſounder man than Surrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 

Sun. By my ſoul, 

Your long coat, prieſt, protects you; thou ſhould'| feel 
My ſword i'the life-blood of thee elſe —My 2 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? | 

And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely, 

To be thus jaded by a piece of ſcarlet, 

Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. 


Wol. All goodneſs 
Is poiſon to thy ſtomach, 
Sur. Ves, that enden 


Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion 

The goodneſs of your intercepted packets, 

You writ to the pope, againſt the king: your gvodneſs, 

Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious, — 
My lord of Norfolk,—as you are truly noble, 

As you reſpe& the common good, the ſtate 

Of our deſpis'd nobility, our iſſues, 

Who, if he live, will ſcarce be gentlemen,— 

Produce the grand ſum of his fins, the articles 

Collected from his life: — I'll ſtartle you 

Worſe than the ſacring bell, when the brown wench 

Lay kiſſing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

Mol. How much, methinks, I could deſpiſe this man, 
But that I am bound in charity againſt it ! 

Nor. Thoſe articles, my lord, are in the king" 8 hand : 
But, thus much, "OT are foul ones, 
Wol. | So —_ fairer, 
And ſpotleſs, ſhall mine innocence ariſe, 

When the king knows my truth, „ 

Sur, This cannot fave you: 

8 I thank 
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I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe articles; and out they ſhall. 
Now, if you can bluſh, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
You'll ſhow a little honeſty, 
Wal, Speak on, fir 
I dare your worſt objections: if I bluſh, 
It is, to ſee a nobleman want manners. | 
Sur. I'd rather want thoſe, than my head. Have at you, 
Firſt, that, without the king's aſſent, or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
Lou maim' d the juriſdiction of all biſhops. 
Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or elle 
To foreign princes, Ego et Rex meus 
Was ſtill inſcrib'd; in which you brought the king 
To be your ſervant, | 
. | Then, that, without the knowledge 
Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambaſſador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great ſeal]. 
Sur. Item, you ſent a large commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſalis, to conclude, 
Without the king's will, or the ſtate's allowance, 
A league between his highneſs and Ferrara. 
Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus'd 
Your holy hat to be ſtamp'd on the king's coin. 
Sur. Then, that you have ſent innumerable ſubſtance, 
(By what means got, I leave to your own conſcience,) 
To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, ſince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 
Cham. O my lord, 
Preſs not a falling man too far; tis vu tue: N 
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His faults lie open to the laws ; let them, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to ſee him 
So little of his great ſelf. | 
Sur, I forgive him. 
Suf. Lord cardinal, the king's further pleaſure is. — 
Becauſe all thoſe things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall into the compaſs of a præmunire, 
That therefore ſuch a writ be ſu'd againſt you; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatſoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection: — This is my charge. 
Nor. And ſo we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to hve better. For your ſtubborn anſwer, 
About the giving back the great ſeal to us, | 
The king ſhall know it, and, no doubt, ſhall thank you, 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 
| [ Exeunt all but WOLSEY, 
Wel. 80 farewell to the little good you bear me, 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatneſs ! 
This is the ſtate of man; To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hows: to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a froſt, a killing froſt 
And,—when he thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely 
His greatneſs is a ripening, — nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton boys that ſwim on bladders, 
This many ſummers in a ſea of glory; 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye; 
I tee! 
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Ad 111. KING HENRY VIII» 


I feel my heart new open'd: O, how wretched 

Is that poor man, that hangs on princes” favours ! 
There is, betwixt that ſmile we would aſpire to, 
'T hat ſweet aſpect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like LE, 

Never to hope again, 


Enter CROMWELL, amazedl „ 


Why, how now, Cromwell ? 
Crom. 1 have no power to ſpeak, fir. 
Wol. | What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes? can thy ſpirit wonder, 
A great man ſhould decline? Nay, an you weep, 
J am fallen indeed. 
Crom. How does your grace 2 


Wol. Why, wat; 3 


Never ſo truly happy, my good Cromwell. 

I know myſelf now; and I feel within me 

A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A ſtill and quiet conſcience, The king has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his grace; and from theſe ſhoulders, 
Theſe ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 

A load would ſink a navy, too much honour : 

O, tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 


Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that right uſe of 


>> is. 

Mol. I hope, I have: I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of ſoul I feel,) 
To endure more miſeries, and greater far, 

Than my weak-hearted enemies Gare offer. 
What news abroad? 


F 4 Crom. 
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72 KING HENRY VIII. Ad III. 
Crom. The heavieſt, and the worſt, | 

Is your diſpleaſure with the king. 
Wol. 5 God bleſs him! 


Crom. The next is, that ſir Thomas More is choſen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 
Wol. 5 That's ſomewhat ſudden : 
But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highneſs' favour, and do juſtice 
For truth's ſake, and his conſcience; that his bones, 
When he has run his courſe, and ſleeps in bleſſings, 
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on em! 
What more ? | 
Crom. That Cranmer is return d with welcome, 
Inſtall'd lord archbiſhop of Canterbury. 
Il. That's news indeed. | 
Lin. „ Laſt, that the lady Anne, 
Whom the king hath in ſecrecy long marry'd, 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen, 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 
Mol. There was the weight that pull d me down. O 
Cromwell, | 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman I have loſt for ever: 
No ſun ſhall ever uſher forth mine honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my ſmiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and maſter ; Seek the king; 
That fun, I pray, may never ſet! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art: he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will ſtir him, 
(I know his noble nature,) not to let | 
Thy hopeful ſervice periſh too: Good Cromwell, 
| Neglect 
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Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide 
For thine own future ſafety. 
Crom. 9 O my lord, 
Muſt J then leave you? muſt I needs forego 
So good, fo noble, and fo true a maſter ? 
Bear witneſs, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a ſorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king ſhall have my ſervice; but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, ſhall be yours. 
Mol. Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a tear 
In all my miſeries ; but thou haſt forc'd me 
Out of thy honelt truth to play the woman. | 
Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
And,—when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be; 
And ſleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more muſt be heard of,—ſay, I taught thee, 
Say, Wolſey, —that once trod the ways of glory, 
And ſounded all the depths and ſhoals of honour,— 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to riſe in; 
A ſure and ſafe one, though thy maſter miſs'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition; 
By that ſin fell the angels, how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't? 
Love thyſelf laſt : cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more than honeſty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To ſilence envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not: 
Let all the ends, thou aim'ſt at, be thy country's, 


Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou fall'ſt, O Crom- 


well, 1 | 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed martyr. Serve the king; 
And,—Pr'ythee, lead me in: 
There take an inventory of all I have, 


8 KING HENRY VIII. It. 


To the laſt penny; *tis the king' s: my robe, 
And my integrity to heaven, is all 
IT dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 


Had I but ſery'd my God with half the zeal 
I ſerv'd my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 


Crom, Good fir, have patience. | 
Wol. | So TI have. Farewell 


The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do dwell. 
e 


ACT. 


A tv... KING HENRY VIII. 1. 73 


Ar w. SCENE I. 


— 


A Street in Weſtminſter. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 


1 Gent, You are well met once again. 

2 Gent, And ſo are you. 
I Gent, Vou come to take your ſtand here, and behold 
The lady Anne paſs from her coronation ? 

2 Gent. Tis all my buſineſs, At our laſt encounter, 7; 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent. Tis very true: but that time offer'd ſorrow z 
This, general joy, TT 

2 Gent. »Tis well : the citizens, 
J am ſure, have ſhown at full their royal minds; 

As, let them have their rights, they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with ſhows, 
Pageants, and fights of honour, 

1 Gent, Never greater, 
Nor, I'll affure you, better taken, fir. | 

2 Gent, May I be bold to aſk what that contains, 
That paper in your hand ? 

Cent. Yes; 'tis the lik 
Of thoſe, that claim their offices this day, 
By cuſtom of the coronation. 
'The duke of Suffolk 1s the firſt, and claims 
To be high ſteward ; next, the duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marſhal ; you may read the reſt. 
2 Gent. I thank you, fir; had I not known thoſe cuſtoms, 
L ſhould have been bcholden to your paper. 


But, 
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But, I beſeech you, what's become of Katharine, 
The princeſs dowager ? how goes her buſineſs ? 

1 Cent. That I can tell you too. The archbiſhop 
Ot Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, 
Held a late court at Dunſtable, ſix miles off | 
From Ampthill, where the princeſs lay; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not: 
And, to be ſhort, for not appearance, and 
The king's late ſcruple, by the main aſſent 
Of all theſe learned men ſhe was divorc'd, 
And the late marriage made of none effect: 
Since which, ſhe was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where ſhe remains now, ſick. 

2 Gent. Fo Alas, good lady! 

er 

The trumpets ſound : ſtand cloſe, the queen 1s coming 


THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION, 


A lively flouriſh of trumpets ; then, enter 


1. Tao judgec. 

2. Lord Chancellor, with the purſe and mace before him. 

3. Chorifters ſinging. | [Muſick, 

4. Mayor of Logdon bearing the mace. Then Garter, in his 
coat of arms, and on his head, a gilt copper crown, 

5. Marquis Dorſet, bearing a ſcepter of gold, on his head a 
 demi-coronal of gold. With him, the Earl of Surrey, 
bearing the rod of filver with the dove, crown'd with an 

| earl's coronet. Collars of SS, 

6. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of eſtate, his coronet on bis head, 
| N a lung white wand, as Pigh ume, With im, 
the 
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the Duke of Norfolk, avith the rod of marſhalſzip, a coronet 


on his head. Collars of SS. 
7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque- ports; under it, the 
Queen in her robe; in her hair richly adorned with pearl, 
crowned, On each fide of ber, the Biſhops of London au 
Wincheſter. 


3. The old Ducheſs of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, rg 


ewith flowers, bearing the Queen's train. | 
9. Certain Ladies or Counteſſes, bit h _—_ circlets of gold 
evithout flowers. | 


2 Cent, A royal train, believe me,—Theſe I know ;— 
Who's that, that bears. the ſcepter ? 

Loan | Marquis Dorſet : 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent, A bold brave gentleman : And that ſhould be 
The duke of Suffolk. 


1 Cent. Tiis the ſame; high. ſteward, 
2 Gent, And that my lord of Norfolk! 
1 Gent. | Tes. 
2 Gent, | Heaven bleſs thee ! 


[ Looking on the 9 
Thou haſt the ſweeteſt face I ever look d on.— 
Sir, as I have a ſoul, ſhe is an angel; | 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more, and richer, when he ſtrains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conſcience. 
1 Gent. | . bear 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 
2 Gent, Thoſe men are happy; and ſo are all, that are 
near her. 
I take it, ſhe that carries up the train, 
Is that old noble lady, ducheſs of Norfolk. 
ts | 1 Gent, 
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78 KING HENRY vIII. Act iv. 


1 Gent. It is; and all the reſt are counteſſes. 
2 Gent. Their coronets ſay ſo. Theſe are ſtars, indeed; 
And, ſometimes, falling ones. 
1 Gent, No more of that. 
[Exit Proceſſion n a great flouriſh of trumpets. 


Enter a third Gentleman . 


God fave you, fir! Where have you been broiling ? 
3 Gent. Among the croud the abbey ; where a finger 


Could not be wedg d in more; and I am ſtifled 


With the mere rankneſs of their joy. 


Rn OO You ſaw 
The ceremony? 
3 Gent. That I did. 
1 Gent. How was it? 
3 Gent. Well worth the ſeeing. 
2 Gent. Good fir, ſpeak it it to us. 


3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich ſtream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 


A diſtance from her; while her grace ſat down 


To reſt awhile, ſome half an hour, or ſo, 

In a rich chair of ſtate, oppoſing freely 

The beauty of her perſon to the people. 
Believe me, fir, ſhe is the goodlieſt woman 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, ſuch a noiſe aroſe 

As the ſhrouds make at ſea in a ſtiff tempeſt, 
As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks, 


(Doublets, I think,) flew up; and had their faces 


Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never ſaw before. Great-belly'd women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 


In 
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In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs, 
And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could ſay, This #s my wife, there all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece. 

„ But, pray, what follow'd ? 

3 Gent. At length her grace roſe, and with modeſt paces 
Came to the altar; where the kneel'd, and, ſaint-like, 
Caſt her fair eyes 1 heaven, and pray'd devoutly, 
Then roſe again, and bow'd her to the people: 

When by the archbiſhop of Canterbury 

She had all the royal makings of a queen; 

As holy oil, Edward Confeſſor's crown, 

The rod, and bird of peace, and all ſuch emblems, 
Lay'd nobly on her: which perform'd, the choir, 
With all the choiceſt muſick of the kingdom, | 
Together ſung Te Deum. So ſhe parted, 

And with the ſame full ſtate pac'd back again 

To York-place, where the feaſt is held. | 

1 Gent. Sir, you 

Muſt no more call it York nes, that is paſt: 

For, ſince the cardinal fell, that title's loſt ; 

»Tis now the king 8, and call' d Whitehall. 

3 Gent. I know it; 
But tis fo lately alter'd, that the old name 

ls freſh about me. „ 

2 Gent. What two reverend biſhops 
Were thoſe that went on each ſide of the queen? 

3 Gent, Stokeſly and Gardiner; the one, of Wincheſter, 
(Newly preferr'd from the king's ſecretarys) 

The other, London. | 

2 Gent, He of Wincheſter 

Is held no great good lover of the archbiſhop” 5, 

The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent, All the land knows that : 
However, 
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However, yet there's no great breach ; when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not ſhrink from him. 
2 Gent, Who ee that be, I 1 7 euk | 
3 Gent. Thomas Cromwell ; 
A man in much alive with the king, and =ey 
A worthy friend, —Fhe king 
Has made him maſter o'the jewel-houſe, 
And one, already, of the privy council. 
2 Gent, He will deſerve more. | 
« Gent 5 Ves, not all doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, ye ſhall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye ſhall be my gueſts ; 
Something I can command, As I walk thither, 
I'll tell ye more. 


Both, | You may command us, ſir. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Kimbolton. | 


Enter KATHARINE Deowager, fick ; led between GRIFFITH 
and PATIENCE, 


 Grif. How does your grace ? 
Kath. . O, Griffith, ſick to death: 
My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden: Reach a chair ;— 
So,—now, methinks, I feel a little eaſe. 
Didſt thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'ſt me, 
That the great child of honour, cardin al Wolſey, 
Was dead? 
_ Grif. Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you ſuffer” d, gave no ear tot. 
Kath, Pr” r good Griffith, Toll me how he died : 


TY 
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If well, he ſtepp'd before me, happily, 
For my example. 

Grif.: . Well, the voice goes, madam : 
For after the ſtout earl Northumberland | 
Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man ſorely tainted,) to his anſwer, 

He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo * 
He could not ſit his mule. 

Kath. | Alas, poor man! 

Grif. At laſt, with eaſy roads, he came to Leiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 

To whom he gave theſe words,—O father abbot, 
An old man, broken with the ſtorms of ſlate, 

1s come to lay his weary bones among ye; 

Give him a little earth for charity! 

So went to bed : where eagerly his ſickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſtill; and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himſelf 
Foretold, ſhould be his laſt,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and ſorrows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His bleſſed part to heaven, and ſlept in peace. 

Kath, So may he reſt; his faults lie gently on him! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to fpeak him, 
And yet with charity,—He was a man | 
Of an unbounded ſtomach, ever ranking 
_ Himſelf with princes; one, that by ſuggeſtion 

Ty'd all the kingdom: ſimony was fair play; 
His own opinion was his law: I'the preſence 
He would ſay untruths; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promiſes were, as he then was, mighty; 
75 G | But 
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But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble madam, 
Men's evil manners live in braſs; their virtues 
We write in water. May it pleaſe your — 
To hear me ſpeak his good now? 


Kath, | "Ig good Griffith ; 
I were malicious elſe. _ 
Crif. This ti 


Though from an humble ſtock, undoubtedly 

Was faſhion'd to much honour, From his cradle, 

He was a ſcholar, and a ripe, and good one; 

Exceeding wiſe, fair ſpoken, and perſuading : 

' Lofty, and four, to them that lov'd him not; 

But, to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as ſummer, 

And though he were unſatisfy'd in getting, 

(Which was a ſin, ) yet in beſtowing, madam, 

He was moſt princely : Ever witneſs for him 

Thoſe twins of learning, that he rais'd in you, 

Ipſwich, and Oxford ! one of which fell with him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it 

The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet fo famous, 

So excellent in art, and ſtill fo riſing, 

That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 

And found the bleſſedneſs of being little; 

And, to add greater honours to his age 

Than man could give him, he died, fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wiſh no other herald, 

No other ſpeaker of my living actions, 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

But ſuch an honeſt chronicler as Griffith. 
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Whom I moſt hated living, thou haſt made me, 
With thy religious truth, and modeſty, 

Now in his aſhes honour : Peace be with him !— 
Patience, be near me till ; and ſet me lower: 

I have not long to trouble thee.—Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the muſicians play me that ſad note 

I nam'd my knell, whilſt I fit meditating. 

On that celeſtial harmony I 80 to. 


Sad and ſolemn muſick, 


Grif. She is aſleep : Good wench, let's ſit down quiet, 
For fear we wake her;—Softly, gentle Patience. 


The viſion. Enter, ſolemnly tripping one after another, ſix 
perſonages, clad in white robes, wearing on their heads gar- 
lands of bays, and golden wizards on their faces; branches 
of bays, or palm, in their hands. They firſt congee unto her, 
then dance ; and, at certain changes, the firſt two hold a 
ſpare garland over her head; at which, the other four make 
reverend court. ſies; then the two, that held. the garland, 
deliver the ſame to the other next two, who obſerve the ſame 
order in their changes, and holding the garland over her _ 
bead: which done, they deliver the ſame garland to the laſt 

tawo, who likewiſe obſerve the ſame order: at which, (as it 
were by inſpiralion,) ſhe makes in her fleeþ ſigns of rejoicing, 
and holdeth up her hands to heawen : and ſo in their dancing 

they vaniſb, — 9 the garland with them. The muſick 
continues. 


Kath. Spirits of 1 where are ye! > Are ye all gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedneſs behind ye? 
mo Madam, we are here. 


(3 2 Kath. 
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Kath, Tt is not you I call for: 
Saw ye none enter, ſince I flept ? 
% None, madam, 


Kath, No? Saw you not, even now, a bleſſed troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whoſe bright faces 

_ Caſt thouſand beams upon me, like the ſun ? . 

They promis'd me eternal happineſs ; 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 

{ am not worthy yet to wear: I ſhall, 

Aſſuredly. | | 


Grif. I am moſt joyful, madam, ſuch good dreams 
Poſſeſs your fancy. 


Kath. Bid the malich leave, 8 
They are harſh and heavy to me. [ Mufick ceaſes. 
Pat. om Do you note, 


How much her grace is alter'd on the ſudden ? 

How long her face is drawn? How pale ſhe looks, 

And of an earthy cold? Mark you her eyes? 
Grif. She is going, wench; pray, pray. 
Pat. h Heaven comfort her 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meff. An t like your grace, 


Kath. | You are a ſaucy fellow : 
Deſerve we no more reverence ? ? 
Grif. | _ You are to blame, 


Knowing, ſhe will not loſe her wonted greatneſs, 
To uſe ſo rude behaviour: go to, kneel. 
Mg. I humbly do entreat your highneſs? pardon 
My haſte made me unmannerly: There is ſtaying 
A gentleman, ſent from the king, to ſee you. 
Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith; But this fellow 
Let me ne'er {ee again. {Exeunt GRIFFITH and Meſſenger, 
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Re-enter GRIFFITH with CAPUC1VUS. 


If my fight fail not, 
You mould be lord ambaſſador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the ſame, your ſervant. 

Kath. O my lord, 
The times, and titles, now are alter'd ſtrangely 
With me, ſince firſt you knew me, But, I yy you, 
What 1s your pleaſure with me? | 

Cap. | Noble lady, 

Firſt, mine own ſervice to your grace; the next, 
The king's requeſt that T would viſit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too late ; 
Tis like a pardon after execution: 

That gentle phyſick, given in time, had cur'd me; 
But now I am paſt all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highneſls? | , 

Cap. > Madam, in good health, 

Kath. So may he ever do! and ever flouriſh, 
When I ſhall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Baniſh'd the kingdom Patience, is that letter, | li 
I caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 

Pat, No, madam. 

| [Giving it to KATHARINE, 

Kath. Sir, I moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Dre the king. 

Cap. Moſt willing, madam. 

Kath, In which I have commended to his goodneſ; 
The model of our chaſte loves, his young daughter: — 

8 3 The 
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The dews of heaven fall thick in bleſſings on her! — 
Beſeeching him, to give her virtuous breeding; 
(She is young, and of a noble modeſt nature; 
J hope, ſhe will deſerve well;) and a little 
To love her for her mother's ſake, that lov'd him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have ſome pity 
Upon my wretched women, that ſo long, 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully : 
Of which there 1s not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I ſhould not lie,) but will deferve, 
For virtue, and true beauty of the ſoul, 
For honeſty, and decent carriage, 
A right good huſband, let him be a noble; 
And, ſure, thoſe men are happy that ſhall have them. 
The laſt is, for my men ;—they are the pooreſt, 
But poverty could never draw them from me ;— 
That they may have their wages duly paid them, 
And ſomething over to remember me by; 
If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life, 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
Theſe are the whole contents :—And, good my lord, 
By that you love the deareſt in this world, | 
As you with chriſtian peace to ſouls departed, 
Stand theſe poor people's friend, and urge the king 
To do me this laſt right. 

Cap. By heaven, I will; 
Or let me loſe the faſhion of a man ! | 

Kath. J thank you, honeſt lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highneſs ; _ 
Say, his long trouble now is paſſing _ 
Out of this world: tell him, in death I bleſs'd him, 
For ſo I will. - Mine eyes grow dim.— Farewell, 
My lord, —Griffith, farewell. —Nay, Patience, 


Ad 1V. 


Vou muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed; 
Call in more women. When I am dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour; ſtrew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
J was a chaſte wife to my grave: embalm me, 
Then lay me forth: although unqueen'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 


I can no more, — [ Exeunt, leading KATHARINE, 
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ACE V. SCENE I. 


1 


A Gallery in the Palace. 


Enter GARDINER Biſhop of Wincheſter, @ Page with 4 


torch ors him, met by Sir THOMAS LOVELL. 


Gar. It's one o'clock, boy, is't not? 
Boy. It hath ſtruck. 
Gar. Theſe mould be hours for neceſſities, 
Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repoſe, and not for us 
'To waſte theſe times.—Good hour of night, fir Thomas! ! 
Whither ſo late? 
Leer. Came you 1 the king, my lord ? 
Gar. I did, fir Thomas; and left him at primero 


With the duke of Suffolk. 


Lov. I muſt to him too, | 
Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet, ſir Thomas Lovell., What's the matter? 
It ſeems, you are in haſte: an if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſs : Affairs, that walk 
(As, they ſay, ſpirits do,) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the buſineſs 
That ſeeks deſpatch by day. 

Low. My lord, T love you; 
And durſt commend a ſecret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's in labour, 
They ſay, in great extremity ; and fear'd, 
She'll with the labour end. 

Gar, The fruit, ſhe goes with, 

3 I pray 
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J pray for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the ſtock, fir Ch, 
I with it Srubd d up now. | 

Lov.  Methinks, I could 
Cry the amen; and yet my conſcience ſays 
She's a good Se e, and, ſweet ay, does 
Deſerve our better wiſhes. 

Gar. OG | But, fir, 3 

Hear me, fir Thomas: you are a gentleman 
Of mine own way; I know you wiſe, religious 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, — 
*'T will not, fir Thomas Lovell, take't of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and ſhe, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lom. Now, ſir, you ſpeak of two 
The moſt remark'd i'the kingdom. As for Cromwell, 
Beſide that of the jewel-houſe, he's made maſter 
O'the rolls, and the king's ſecretary; further, ſir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 
With which the time will load him : The archbiſhop 
Is the king's hand, and tongue; And who dare ſpeak 
One ſyllable againſt him? 

Gar. | Ves, yes, fir Thomas, 
There are that dare; and I myſelf have ventur'd 
To ſpeak my mind of him: and, indeed, this day, 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incens'd the lords o'the council, that he 1s 
(For ſo I know he is, they know he is,) 

A moſt arch heretick, a peſtilence 

That does infect the land : with which they moved, 
Have broken with the king: who hath ſo far 

Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care; foreſeeing thoſe fell miſchiefs 
Our reaſons laid 8 him,) he hath commanded, 


To- morrow 
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To-morrow morning to the council-board 

He be convented. He's a rank weed, ſir Thomas, 

And we muſt root him out. From your affairs 

I hinder you too long: good night, fir Thomas. 

Low, Many good nights, my lord ; I reſt your ſervant. 
[Exeunt GarpineR and Page. 


As LOVELL ts going out, enter the King, and the Duke of 
SUFFOLK. 


X. Hen, Charles; I will play 1 no more to- vights 
My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me, 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
K. Hen. But little, Charles ; | 
Nor ſhall not, when my fancy's on my play.— 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what 1s the news ? 
Lov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 

J ſent your meſſage ; who return'd her thanks 

In the greateſt humbleneſs, and deſir'd your highneſs 
Moſt heartily to pray for her. 

K. Hen. What ſay'ſt thou? ha! 
To pray for her? what, is ſhe crying out? 
Low. So ſaid her woman; and that her ſufferance made 

Almoſt each pang a death. 
"aw. 1 Alas, good lady! 

Suf. God ſafely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highneſs with an heir! 
K. Hen. VVV midnight, Charles, 
Pr'ythee, to bed: and in thy prayers remember 
The eſtate of my poor queen. Leave me alone; 
For I muſt think of that, which en 
Will not be friendly to. 


| Suf. 
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Suf. I wiſh your highneſs 
A quiet night, and my good miſtreſs will 
Remember in my prayers, 
K. Hen. Charles, good night. 
8 0 [Exit SUFFOLK. 


Enter Sir ANTHONY DENNY. 


Well, fir, what follows ? 
Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbiſhop, 
As you commanded me. 


K. Hen. Ha! Cunterbury ? 
Den. Ay, my good lord. 
K. Hen. *Tis true: Where! is he, Denny? 


Den. He attends your highneſs' pleaſure. 


K. Gs Bring him to us. 


[Exit DENNY, 
3 This is about that which the biſhop ſpake 
I am happily come hither, [Ajide. 


88 DENNY with CRANMER, 


K. Hen. Avoid the gallery. _ 
N [LovELL ſeems to ſtay. 

Ha!—T have ſaid. —Be gone. 
What !— [[ [ Exeunt LOVELL and Denxy, 

Cran, J am fearful :—Wherefore frowns he thus? 
"Tis his aſpect of terror. All's not well. 

K. Hen. How now, my lord? You do defire to know 
Wherefore I ſent for you, | 

EN It 1s my duty, 


To attend your highneſs* pleaſure. 
K. Hen. Pray you, ariſe, 


My good and gracious lord of Canterbury, 
| Come, 
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Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together; 

I have news to tell you: Come, come, give me your hand. 
Ah, my gond lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak, 

And am right ſorry to repeat what follows: 

J have, and moſt unwillingly, of late 

Heard many grievous, I do ſay, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you; which, being conſider'd, 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you ſhall _ 

This morning come before us; where, I know, 

You cannot with ſuch freedom purge yourſelf, 

But that, till further trial, in thoſe charges 

Which will require your anſwer, you mult take 

Your patience to you, and be well contented 

To make your houſe our Tower: You a brother of us, 
It fits we thus proceed, or elſe no witneſs . 
Would come againſt you. | | 

Que. I humbly thank your higlineſs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occaſion 
Moſt throughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn ſhall fly aſunder: for, I know, 

There's none ſtands under more calumnious tongues, 
Than I myſelf, poor man. 

K. Hen. Stand ups 4 center: 
Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted _ 
In us, thy friend: Give me thy hand, ſtand up; 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame, 

What manner of man are you? My lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your petition, that 

I ſhould have ta'en ſome pains to bring together 

- Yourſelf and your accuſers; and to have heard you 
Without indurance, further, 

Cran. Moſt dread liege, 

The good I ſtand on is my truth, and honeſty ; 


Lf they ſhall fail, I, with mine enemies, 
Will 
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Will triumph o'er my perſon ; which I weigh not, 
Being of thoſe virtues vacant, I fear nothing 

What can be ſaid againſt me. | 

K. Hen, Know you not how 

Your ſtate ſtands 1'the world, with the whole world? 
Your enemies DICE 

Are many, and not ſmall ; their practices 

Muſt bear the ſame proportion: and not ever 
The juſtice and the truth o'the queſtion carries 

The due o'the verdict with it: At what eaſe 

Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 

To ſwear againſt you? ſuch things have been done. 
You are potently oppos'd ; and with a malice 

Of as great ſize. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in perjur'd witneſs, than your maſter, 
Whole miniſter you are, whiles here he liv'd 

Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to; 
Lou take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deſtruction. | 

Cran. | God, and your majeſty, 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me 

N. Hen. Be of good cheer; 
They ſhall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you; and this morning ſee 

You do appear before them : it they ſhall chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 

The beſt perſuaſions to the contrary 
Fail not to uſe, and with what vehemency 

The occaſion ſhall inſtruct you: if entreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this ring 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us | 

There make before them.— Look, the good man weeps ! 
He's honeſt, on mine honour. God's bleſt mother! 


I ſwear, 
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I ſwear, he is true-hearted ; and a foul 

None better in my kingdom.—Get you gone, 

And do as I have bid you.—[ Exit CRANMER, ] He has 
| ſtrangled 

His language in his tears, 


Enter an old Lady. 


Gent, [ Within.) Come back; What mean you ? 
Lady. I'll not come back; the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldneſs manners.—Now, good angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and ſhade thy perion 
Under their bleſſed wings! 
+ Now, by thy looks 
I gueſs thy meſſage. Is the queen deliver'd ? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 
Lach. Ay, ay, my liege; 
And of a lovely boy: The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bleſs her !—'tis a girl, 
Promiſes boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Deſires your viſitation, and to be | 
Acquainted with this ſtranger ; tis as like vou, 
As cherry is to cherry. 
K. Hen. Lovell, — 


Enter LOVELL. 


Low. Sir. 
K. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. T'll to the queen. 
Exit King. 
Lady. An bed marks! By this light, I'll have more. 
An ordinary groom is for ſuch payment. | 
I will have more, or ſcold it out of him, 
Said I for this, the girl is like to him? 


6 I will 
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FT will have more, or elſe unſay't; and now 
While it is hot, I'Il put it to the iſſue. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
Lobby before the Council. Chamber, 


Enter CRANMER; Servants, Door-heeper, Sc. attending. 


Cran. 1 hope, I am not too late; and yet the gentleman, 


That was ſent to me from the council, pray'd me 


To make great haſte. All faſt ? what means this ?—Hoa! 


Who waits there ?—Sure, you know me? 

D. Keep. | e, my lord 
But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 

D. Keep. Your grace muſt wait, till you be call'd for. 


Euter Doctor BUTTS. 


Cran. | 80. 
Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad, 
I came this way ſo happily: The king 


Shall underſtand it preſently. _ (Exit BUTTS- 


Cran. [Afide.] 'Tis Butts, 

The king's phyſician. ; As he paſt along, 

How earneſtly he calt his eyes upon me 

Pray heaven, he ſound not my diſgrace ! For certain, 
This is of purpoſe lay'd, by ſome that hate me, 
(God turn their hearts! I never ſought their malice,) 
To quench mine honour: they would ſhame to make me 
Wait elſe at door; a fellow counſellor, _ 

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleaſures 
Muſt be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 


Enter, 
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Enter, at a window 1 the wg and BUTTS. 


Butts. I'll ſhow your grace the ſtrangeſt ſight, — 
. Hen. What's that, Butts ? 
Butts. I think, your highneſs ſaw this many a day. 
K. Hen. Body o'me, where is it? 

Butts... Ss my lord: 
The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury; 


Who holds his ſtate at door, mongſt purſuivants, 


Pages, and footboys. 
K. Hen. Ila! Tis he, indeed: 
Is this the honour they do one another? 1 
Tis well, there's one above them yet. I had thought, 
They had parted ſo much honeſty among them, 
(At leaſt, good manners,) as not thus to ſuffer 
A man of his place, and ſo near our favour, 
To dance attendance on their lordſhips? pleaſures, 
And at the door too, like a poſt with packets, 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery: 
Let them alone, and draw the curtain cloſe ; 
Wie ſhall hear more anon.— 


Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of SUFFOLK, Earl of 
SURREY, Lord Chamberlain, GaRDINER, and CROM- 
WELL. The Chancellor places himſelf at the upper end of 
the table on the left hand; a ſeat being left void above him, 
as for the Archbiſhop of Sar The reſt ſeat them- 


felves in order on each ſide, CROMWELL at the lower 
| end, as ſecretary. 


Char, Speak to the buſineſs, maſter Secretary: 
Why are we met in council? 


Crom. 


Ad v. KING HENRY Vil, 97 


Crom. Pleaſe your honours, 
The chief cauſe concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Sar. Has he had TRUE: of it? 


Crom. Yes. | 

Nor. Who waits there ? 
D. Keep. Without, my noble lords? 
Gar. Ves. 

D. Keep. My lord archbiſhop ; 


And has done half an hour, to know your pleaſures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 
D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 
F CRANMER approaches the council table. 
Cham, My good lord archbiſhop, I am very forry 
To fit here at this preſent, and behold 
That chair ſtand empty: But we all are men, 
In our own natures frail ; and capable 
Of our fleſh, few are angels: out of which frailty, 
And want of wiſdom, you, that beſt ſhould teach us, 
Have miſdemean'd yourſelf, and not a little, 
Toward the king firſt, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chaplains. 
(For ſo we are inform'd,) with new opinions, 
Divers, and dangerous; which are hereſies, 
And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious, _ 
Gar. Which reformation muſt be ſudden too, 
My noble lords: for thoſe, that tame wild horſes, 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle ; 
But ſtop their mouths with ſtubborn bits, and ſpur Them; 
Till they obey the manage. If we ſuffer 
(Out of our eaſineſs, and childiſh pity 
To one man's honour) this contagious ſickneſs, 
Farewell, all phyſick: And what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint | 
Of the whole ſtate ; as, of late days, our ne! 'ghbours, | 
H dS. 
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The upper Germany, can dearly witneſs, 
Vet freſhly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progreſs 
Both of my life and office, I have labour'd, 

And with no little ſtudy, that my teaching, 
And the ftrong courſe of my authority, 
Might go one way, and ſafely; and the end 
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living 
(I ſpeak it with a ſingle heart, my lords,) 

A man, that more deteſts, more ſtirs againſt, 

Both in his private conſcience, and his place, 
Defacers of a publick peace, than I do. 

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 

_ With leſs allegiance in it! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nouriſhment, 
Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your lordſhips, 
That, in this caſe of juſtice, my accuſers, 

Be what they will, may ſtand forth face to face, 
And freely urge againſt me. 

oF 5 Nay, my lord, 
That cannot be; you are a counſellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuſe you. 

Car. My lord, becauſe we have buſineſs of more mo- 

ment, 
We will be thort with you. *Tis his bighnefs ain, | 
And our conſent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower 
Where, being but a private man again, 
You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Wincheſter, I thank you, 
You are always my good friend ; if your will paſs, 
I ſhall both find' your lordſhip judge and juror, 
You are ſo merciful ; I fee your end, | 


*Tis 
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*Tis my undoing: Love, and meekneſs, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition; ; 
Win ſtraying ſouls with modeſty again, 
Caſt none away, That I ſhall clear myſelf, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt, as you do conſcience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could ſay more, 
But reverence to your calling makes me modeſt. 
Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a ſectary, 
That's the plain truth; your painted gloſs diſcovers, 
To men that underfland you, words and weakneſs. 
Crom. My lord of Wincheſter, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too ſharp ; men ſo noble, 
However faulty, yet ſhould find reſpet _ 
For what they have been: tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man. 
Gar. Good maſter Secretary, 
T cry your honour mercy ; you may, worſt 
Of all this table, ſay ſo. I 
Crom. Why, my lord? 
Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new ſect ? ye are not ſound. | 
Crom. Not ſound? 
Gar. Not ſound, I ſay. 


Crom. | Would you were half ſo honeſt! 


Men's prayers then would ſeek you, not their fears. 
Gar. I ſhall remember this bold language. 


Crom. Do. 
Remember your bold life too. 15 
Cban. | This is too much; 
Forbear, for ſhame, my lords. | 

Gar. „„ J have done. 

Crom. And I. 


Chan, Then thus for you, my lord, It ſtands agreed, 
H 2 - "2 Wks 
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J take it, by all voices, that forthwith 

You be convey'd to the Tower a priſoner ; 

There to remain, till the king's further pleaſure 

Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 
All. We are. 


Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muſt needs to the Tower, my lords? 
Gar. What other 


Would you expect ? You are ſtrangely troubleſome, 
Let ſome o'the oe be ready there. | 


Enter Guard. 


Cran. For me? 
Muſt I go like a traitor thither? ” 
Gar. | Receive him, 
And ſee him ſafe 1'the Tower. 
. 5 Stay, good my lords, 
T have a little yet to ſay. Look there, my lords, 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cauſe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a moſt noble judge, the king my maſter. 
Cham. T his 1 is the king s ring. | 5 
Sur. 5 Tis no counterfeit. 
Syuf. Tis the right ring, by heaven: I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dangerous ſtone a rolling, 
"Twould fall upon ourſelves, 
Nor. | Do you think, my lords, 
The king will ſuffer but the little finger | 
Of this man to be vex'd? | 
Cham. Tis now too certain: 
How much more is his life in value with him? 
Would I were fairly out on't. 
Crom. N mind gave me, 
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In ſeeking tales, and informations, 
Againſt this man, (whoſe honeſty the devil 

And his diſciples only envy at) 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye. 


Enter King, frowning ox them; takes his ſeat. 


Car. Dread ſovereign, how much are we bound to 
eaven | 

In daily thanks, that gave us ſuch a 3 ; 

Not only good and wiſe, but moſt religious : 

One that, in all obedience, makes the church 

The chief aim of his honour ; and, to ſtrengthen 

That holy duty, out of dear reſpe&, 
His royal ſelf in judgement comes to hear 

The cauſe betwixt her and this great offender. | 

K. Hen. You were ever good at ſudden commendations, 

Biſhop of Wincheſter. But know, I come not 

To hear ſuch flattery now, and in my preſence 

They are too thin and baſe to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach, you play the ſpaniel, 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But, whatſoe'er thou tak'ſt me for, I am ſure, 
Thou haſt a cruel nature, and a bloody,— 


Good man, [To CRANMER.] fit down, Now let me ſee 


the proudeſt 

He, that dares moſt, but wag his finger at thee : 
By all that's holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Than but once think his place becomes Mes: not. 

Sur. May it pleaſe your grace, — 

K. Hen. No, fir, it 3 not phaſe me. 
I had thought, I had had men of ſome underſtanding 
And wiſdom, of my council ; but I find none, 
Was it diſcretion, lords, to let this man, TS 
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This good man, (few of you deſerve that title,) 
This honeſt man, wait like a lowſy footboy 

At chamber door? and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame was this? Did my commiſſion 


Bid ye ſo far forget yourſelves? I gave ye 


Power as he was a counſellor to try him, 


Not. as a groom ; There's ſome of ye, I ſee, 


More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmoſt, had ye mean z ; 


Which ye ſhall never have, while I live. 


Chan. - Tm Tar,” 
My moſt dread 8 may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuſe all. What was purpos'd, 
Concerning his impriſonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial, 


And fair purgation to the world, than malice; 


I am ſure, in me. | 

K. Hen. Well, well, my lords, reſpect him; 
Take him, and uſe him well, he's worthy of it. 

I will fay thus much for him, If a prince 


May be beholden to a ſubject, I 


Am, for his love and ſervice, ſo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
Be friends, for ſhame, my lords. - My lord of Canterbury, 


I have a ſuit which you muſt not deny me; 


That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptiſm, 
You mult be godfather, and anſwer for her. 

Cran. The greateſt monarch now alive may glory 
In ſuch an honour; How may I deſerve it, 


That am a poor and humble ſubject to you? 


K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you'd ſpare your ſpoons; 
you ſhall have 


Two noble partners with you ; the old ducheſs of Nor- 
folk, 


And 


bu. 4 6 — = 
LEVER I 
= — _ — 


— 


— Eq SIZE oY FE > — 


————— 


— 0 * * 
CD ——— 2 — 
— ——— 


0 


; 
f 
th 
1 
il | 
13 
41 
15 
1 
* 
) 
U 
kt, 
1H 
. 
na 
* 
Wa | 
A. 
” 
1 | 


OR EE x 
— et 


Add v. | KING HENRY VIII. 103 


And lady marquiſs Dorſet ; Will theſe pleaſe you ? 
Once more, my lord of Wincheſter, I charge you, 
Embrace, and love this man, 


„ — 


Gar. | | With a true heart, 
And brother-love, I do it. 5 
Gr ; | And let heaven 


_ Witneſs, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
K. Hen. Good man, thoſe n tears ſhow thy true 
heart, | | | 
The common voice, 1 ſve;'s 18 verify d 
Of thee, which ſays thus, Do my lord of Canterbury 
A ſhrewd turn, and be is your friend for ever,— 
Come lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a chriſtian, 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain 
So I grow ſtronger, you more honour gain. [Exeur!, 


SCENE III. 
The Palace V. LES 
Noiſe and tumult within: Enter Porter, and his Man. 


Port. You'll leave your noife anon, ye raſcals : Do you 
take the court for Paris-garden ? ye rude faves leave 
your gaping. | 

[Within.) Good maſter porter, I belong to the 3 
Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hang d, you rogue : 
Is this a Nen to roar in? — Fetch me a dozen crab- tree 
ſtaves, and ſtrong ones; theſe are but ſwitches to them. — 
I'll ſeratch your heads: You mult be ſecing chriſtenings? 
Do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude raſcals? 
Man. Pray, fir, be patient; 'tis as much impoſlible 
(Unleſs we {weep them from the door with cannons,) 
H 4 To 
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To ſcatter them, as 'tis to make them ſleep 
On May-day morning ; which will never be: 
We may as well puſh againſt Paul's, as ſtir them. 
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 
Man. Alas, I know not; How gets the tide in? 
As much as one ſound codge of four foot 
| (You ſee the poor remainder) could diſtribute, 
J made no ſpare, fir, 

Port. | You did nothing, fir, 

Man. I am not Sampſon, nor fir Guy, nor Colbrand, 
to mow them down before me: but, if I ſpar'd any, that 
had a head to hit, either young or old, he or ſhe, cuckold 
or cuckold- maker, let me never hope to ſee a chine again 
and that I would not for a cow, God ſave her. 

[ Vitbin.] Do you hear, maſter Porter? 

Port. I ſhall be with you preſently, good maſter pup- 
py.—Keep the door cloſe, firrah. 

Man. What would you have me do > | 

Port. What ſhould you do, but knock them down by 
the dozens ? Is this Moorhelds to muſter in? or have we 
ſome ſtrange Indian with the great tool come to court, 
the women ſo beſiege us? Bleſs me, what a fry of forni- _ 
cation is at door! On my chriſtian conſcience, this one 
chriſtening will beget a thouſand ; here will be father, 
godfather, and all together. 

Man, 'The ſpoons will be the TRIM} ſir. There is a 
fellow ſomewhat near the door, he ſhould be a brazier by 
his face, for, o'my conſcience, twenty of the dog-days 
now reign in's noſe ; all that ſtand about him are under 
the line, they need no other penance : That fire-drake did 
J hit three times on the head, and theee times was his noſe 
diſcharg'd againſt me; he ſtands there, like a mortar-piece, 
to blow us. There was a haberdaſher's wife of ſmall wit 
near him, that rail'd upon me till her pink'd porringer 


„„ fell 
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fell off her head, for kindling ſuch a combuſtion in the 
| fate. I miſs'd the meteor once, and hit that woman, who 
cry'd out, clubs! when I might ſee from far ſome forty 
truncheoneers draw to her ſuccour, which were the hope of 
the Strand, where ſhe was quarter'd. They fell on; I 
made good my place; at length they came to the broom - 
ſtaff with me, I defy'd them ſtill; when ſuddenly a file of 
boys behind them, looſe ſhot, deliver'd ſuch a ſhower of 
pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let 
them win the work: : The devil was amongſt them, I think, 
ſurely. 

Port. Theſe are the a that thunder at a play-houſe, 
and fight for bitten apples; that no audience, but the 
Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the limbs of Limehouſe, 
their dear brothers, are able to endure. I have ſome of 
them in Limbo Patrum, and there they are like to dance 
theſe three days; beſides the running banquet of two bea- 
dles, that 3 is to come. 


Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham. Mercy o'me, what a multitude are "Ce 
They grow Kill too, from all parts they are coming, 

As if we kept a fair here! Where are theſe porters, 
Theſe lazy knaves ?—Ye have made a fine hand, fellows, 
There's a trim rabble let in: Are all theſe 

Your faithful friends o'the ſuburbs ? We ſhall have 

Great ſtore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they paſs back from the chriſtening. 

Part. An't pleaſe your honour 
We are but men ; and what ſo many may do, 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done: 

An army cannot rule them, 
Cham, As I live, 
| If 
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Tf the king blame me for't, I'll lay ye all 
By the heels, and ſuddenly; and on your heads | 
Clap round fines, for negle&t: You are lazy knaves 
And here ye lie. baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye ſhould do ſervice, Hark, the trumpets ſound ; 
They are come already from the chriſtening : 
Go, break among the preſs, and find a way out 
To let the troop paſs fairly; or I'll find 
A Marſhalſea, ſhall hold you play theſe two months, 
Port. Make way there for the princeſs. 
Man. You great fellow, ſtand cloſe up, or T'll make 
your head ake, 
Port. You i'the camlet, get ch o'the rail; I'll pick you 
o'er the pales elſe, I[Exeunt. 


' SCENE IV. 
T he Palace. 


Enter Trumpets, Kuna? ; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayer, 
Garter, CRANMER, Duke of NORFOLK, with his Mar- 
fhal's flaff, Duke of SUFFOLK, tawo Noblemen bearing 
great ſlanding-bowls for the chriſtening gifts; then four 
Noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the Ducheſs of NoR- 
FOLK, godmother, bearing the child richly habited in a man- 
tle, Sc. Train borne by a Lady: then follows the Mar- 
chioneſs of DORSET, the other godmother, and ladies. The 
troop paſs once about the flage, and Garter ſpeaks. 


Gart. Heaven, from thy endleſs goodneſs, ſend proſ- 


perous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and he ed 
princeſs of England, Elizabeth ! | 


I | 1 Flouriſb. 
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 Flouriſh, Enter King, and Train, 


Cran. [ Kneeling.) And to your 19 8 grace, and the 
good queen, 


My noble partners, and pit, thus pray; — 
All comfort, joy, in this moſt gracious lady, 


Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 


K. Hen, Thank you, good lord archbiſhop: 
What 1s her name ? ? 
Cran. Elizabeth. 
K. Hen. Stand up, lord. — 
[The King Lies the child. 


With this kiſs take my bleſſing : God protect thee ! 
Into whoſe hand I give thy life. | 

Lira: Amen. 

K. Hen. My k noble goſſips, ye have been too prodigal : 
I thank ye heartily ; ſo ſhall this lady, 

When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh. 

Cran. | Let me ſpeak, fir, | 
For Heaven row bids me; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth. 
This royal infant, (heaven ſtill move about her!) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes. 

Upon this land a thouſand thouſand bleſſings, 
Which time ſhall bring to ripeneſs : She ſhall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſs,) 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 

And all that ſhall ſucceed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wiſdom, and fair virtue, 
Than this pure ſoul ſhall be: all princely graces, 
That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this is, 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall ſtill be doubled on her: truth ſhall nurſe her, 
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Holy and heavenly thoughts till counſel her : 


She ſhall be lov'd, and fear'd : Her own ſhall bleſs her ; 1 
Her foes ſnake like a field of beaten corn, 


And hang their heads with ſorrow: Good grows with her : 
In her days, every man ſhall eat in ſafety 


Under his own vine, what he plants; and ſing 
The merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours : 
God ſhall be truly known ; and thoſe about her 


From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by thoſe claim their greatneſs, not by blood, 


Nor ſhall this peace ſleep with her: But as when 


The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phcenix, 


Her aſhes new create another We 

As great in admiration as herſelf; 

So ſhall ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs to one, 

(When heaven ſhall call her from this cloud of darkneſs,) 
Who, from the ſacred aſhes of her honour, 


Shall ſtar-like riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, 


And fo ſtand fix'd: Pebics, plenty, love, truth, terror, 
That were the ſervants to this choſen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Wherever the bright ſun of heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His honour and the greatneſs of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : He ſhall flouriſh, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about kim : ur children's children 
Shall ſee this, and bleſs heaven. 
K. Han. Thou ſpeakeſt wonders, 
Cran. She ſhall be, to the happineſs of England, 


An aged princeſs ; many days ſhall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more! but ſhe mult die, 
She muſt, the ſaints muſt have her; yet a virgin, 


A moſt unſpotted lily ſhall ſhe oals 
To the ground, and all the world ſhall mourn her. 
K. Hen, 
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K. Hen. O lord archbiſhop, 
Thou haſt made me now a man; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing: 
This oracle of comfort has ſo pleas'd me, 
That, when I am in heaven, I ſhall deſire 
To ſee what this child does, and praiſe my Maker,— 
I thank ye all,—To you, my good lord mayor, 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden ; 
I have receiv'd much honour by your preſence, 
And ye ſhall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords ;j— 
Ye muſt all fee the queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 
She will be fick elſe. This day, no man think 
He has buſineſs at his houſe ; for all ſhall tay, 
This little one ſhall make it holiday, Exeunt 
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T Is ten to one, this play can never pleaſe 
All that are here: Some come to take their eaſe, 
And ſleep an act or two; but thoſe, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets ; ſo, tis clear, 
They'll fay, tis naught : others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry,—that's witty ! 
Which we have not done neither: that, I fear, 
All the expected good we are like to hear 

For this play at this time, is only in 

The merciful conſtruction of good women : 

For ſuch a one we ſhow'd them; If they ſmile, 
And fay, *twill do, I know, within a while 

All the beſt men are ours; for 'tis ill hap, 

If they hold, when their ladies bid them clap. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 


THE ſtory of the Miſanthrope is told in almoſt every collection of 

the time, and particularly in two books, with which Shakſpeare 
was intimately acquainted; the Palace of Pleaſure, and the Engli/fh 
Plutarch. Indeed, from a paſſage in an old play, called Fack Drum's 
Entertainment, I conjecture that he had before made his appearance on 
the ſtage. FARMER. * | | 


The paſſage in Jack Drum's Entertainment or Paſquil and Katharine, 
1601, is his: | | 
c Come, I'll be as ſociable as Timon of Athens.” 
But the alluſion is fo flight, that it might as well have been bor- 


rowed from Plutarch or the novel. | | 


Mr. Strutt the engraver, to whom our antiquaries are under no in- 
conſiderable obligations, has in his poſſeſſion a MS. play on this ſub- 
ject. It appears to have been written, or tranſcribed, about the year 
1600. There is a ſcene in it reſembling Shakſpeare's banquet given 
by Timon to his flatterers. Inſtead of arm ater he ſets before them 
flones painted like ariichokes, and afterwards beats them out of the room. 
He then retires to the woods, attended by his faithful ſteward, who 
(like Kent in King Lear) has diſguiſed himſelf to continue his ſervices 
to his maſter. Timon, in the laſt act, is followed by his fickle miſtreſs, 
&c. after he was reported to have diſcovered a hidden treaſure by dig- 
ging. The piece itſelf (though it appears to be the work of an acade« 
mick) is a wretched one. The perſonæ dramatis are as follows: 


«© The actors names. 


« Timon. 
„ Laches, his faithful ſervant. 
c Eutrapelus, a diſſolute young man. 
“ Gelaſimus, a cittie heyre. 
1 7 &« Pſeudockeus, 
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« Pſeudocheus, a lying travailer. 
% Demeas, an orator. | 
„ Philargurus, a covetous churliſh ould 
„ Hermogenes, a fidler. | 
&« Aby ſſus, a uſurer. | | 
& Lollio, a cuntrey clowne, Philargurus fonne. 
Saures Two lying philoſophers 
« Speufippus, ee HE 
«© Grunnio, a lean ſervant of Philargurus. 
„ Obba, Tymon's butler. 
% Padio, Gelaſimus page. 
« Two ſerjeants. 
« A ſailor. | | 
« Callimela, Philargurus daughter. 
4 Blatte, her prattling nurſe. 
« SCENE, Athens.“ STREEVENS. 


x 


man. 


Shak ſpeare undoubtedly formed this play on the paſſage in Plutarch's 
Life of Antony relative to Timon, and not on the twenty-eighth no- 
vel of the firſt volume of Painter's Palace of Pleaſure ; becauſe he is 
there merely deſcribed as * a man-hater, of a ſtrange and beaſtly na- 
ture,” without any cauſe aſſigned ; whereas Plutarch furniſhed our 
author with the following hint to work upon. Antonius forſook 
the citie, and companie of his friendes,—ſaying, that he would lead Ti- 
mon's life, becauſe he had the like wrong offered him, that was offer- 
ed unto Timon; and for the unthankfulneſs of thoſe he had done goad 

unto, and whom he tooke to be tus friendes, he was angry with all men, 
and would truſt no man.” 

To the manuſcript play mentioned by Mr. Steevens, our author, 
I have no doubt, was alſo indebted for ſome other circumſtances. 
Here he found the faithful ſteward, the banquet-ſcene, and the ſtory of 
Timon's being poſſeſſed of great ſums of gold which he had dug up in 
the woods: a circumſtance which he could not have had from Lucian, 
there being then no tranſlation of the dialogue that relates to this ſub- 
ject. 5 | | 

Spon ſays, there is a building near Athens, yet remaining, called 
Timon's Tower. | | | 
Timon of Athens was written, I imagine, in the year 1610. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


— — —— —— — 


T1MON, a noble Athenian. 
LUCIUS, | 
LUuUCULLUS,. 


Lords, and flatterers of Timon. 
SEMPRONIUS, / | 


VENTIDIUS, one of Timon's falſe Friends. 


APEMANTUS, @ churliſh Philoſopher, 
ALCIBIADES, an Athenian General, 


 Fravivs, Stexvard to Timon. 


FLAMINIUS, | 
LuciL1vs, Timon's Servants, 
SERVILIUS, | | 


Cap Hs, * 


PHILO Tus, 

T1TUs, £ Servants to Timon's Creditors. 

Lucivs, | | 

HORTENSIUS, | | 

Tabo Servants of Varro, and the Servant of Iſidore; tWw9 of 
Timon's Creditors. | 


 Cueip and Maſters. Three Strangers. 


Poet, Painter, Feweller, and Merchant. 
An old Athenian, A Page. A Fool. 


PHRYNIA, } Miſtræſſes to Alcibiades. 


TIMuANDRa, 


Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, and 
Attendants, 


SCENE, Athens; and the Woods adjoining. 
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TIMON or ATHENS. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Athens. 4 Hall in Timon's Houſe. 


Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Mer 8888 and Others, at 
| ſeveral doors. 


Poet. 
7 day, ſir. 
Ts Pain. I am glad you are well. 
Poet. I have not ſeen you long; How goes the world ? 
Pain. It wears, fir, as it grows. 
Poet. Ay, that's well beben 
But what particular rarity? what ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See, 
Magick of bounty! all theſe ſpirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 
Pain. I know them both; t'other's a Jeweller. 
Mer. O, tis a worthy lord! 
Jeav. | Nay, that's moſt fix' d. 
Mer. A moſt incomparable man; breath'd, as it were, 
To an untirable and continuate e | 
He palles. | 
Jeavu. I have a jewel here. 

Mer. O, pray, let's ſee't: For the lord Timon, fir ? 
Feaw. If he will touch the eſtimate: But, for that 
Poet, When we for recompenſe have prais'd the wile, 

B Fl, 
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It ftains the glory in that happy verſe 
Which aptly fings the good. 
Mer. Tis a good form. 
[ Looking on the jewel, 
Jew, And rich: "hers 1 is a water, look you. 
Pain. You are rapt, fir, in ſome work, ſome dedication 
To the great lord. 
Poet. A thing a d idly from me. 
Our poeſy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence *tis nouriſhed : The fire the flint 
Shows not, till it be ſtruck; our gentle flame 
Provokes itſelf, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there? 
Pain. A picture, ſir.— And when comes your book 
forth? | 
Poet. Upon the heels of my preſentment, fir, 
Let's ſee your piece. 
Pain. 1 -*T 36:6 os piece, 
Poet. So tis: this comes off well and excellent. 
Pain. Indifferent. 
Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Speaks his own ſtanding : what a mental power 
This eye ſhoots forth! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip! to the dumbneſs of the geſture 
One might interpret. | 
Pain, It is a pretty mocking of the ys 
Here is a touch; Is't good? 
Poet. | | I'll ſay of it, 
It tutors nature: artificial ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, livelier than life, 


Enter certain Senators, and paſs over. 


Pain. How this lord's follow'd! 
Poet, The ſenators of Athens; — Happy men! 
3 | Pain, 
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Pain. Look, more! 


Poet. You fee this confluence, this __ flood of viſi⸗ 
tors. 
I have, in this rough work, ſhap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With ampleſt entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itſelf 
In a wide ſea of wax: no levell'd malice 
Infects one comma in the courſe I hold; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no tract behind. 
Pain, How ſhall I underſtand you ? | 
MY: I'll unbolt to you. 
You ſee how all conditions, how all minds, 
(As ell of glib and ſlippery creatures, as 
Of grave and auſtere quality,) tender down 
Their ſervices to lord Timon: his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All ſorts of hearts; yea, from the glaſs-fac'd Qatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himſelf : even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moſt rich in Timon's nod, 


Pain. I ſaw them ſpeak together. 


Poet. Sir, I have, upon a high and pleaſant hill, 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The baſe ofthe mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the boſom of this ſphere 

To propagate their ſtates : among them all, 

| Whoſe eyes are on this ſovereign lady fix'd, 
One do I perſonate of lord Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her; 
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Whoſe preſent grace to preſent ſlaves and ſervants 
Tranſlates his rivals. | 
Pain. | *Tis conceiv'd to ſcope. 
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
With one man beckon'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againſt the ſteepy mount 

To climb his happineſs, would be well expreſs'd 

In our condition, 9 

Poet. Nay, ſir, but hear me on: 

All thoſe which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 
Rain ſacrificial whiſperings in his ear, 

Make ſacred even his ſtirrop, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of theſe ? 

Poet. When Fortune, in her ſhift and change of Wood, 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants, 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 

Even on their knees and hands, let him ſlip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
Pain. Tis common: 
A thouſand moral paintings I can ſhow, 
That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Vet you do well, 
To ſhow lord Timon, that mean eyes have ſeen 
The foot above the head. 


2m rumpets found. Enter Timon , attended; the Servant * 
VENTIDIUS talking with bis, 


Tim. Impriſon'd is he, ſay you? 
Ven, Serv. Ay, my good lord: five talents is his debt; 
. | His 


Act 1. TIMON OP ATHENS. 


His means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt ſtrait: 
Your honourable letter he deſires 

To thoſe have ſhut him up; which failing to an, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius! Well; 

1 'am not of that feather, to ſhake off | 
My friend when he muſt need me. I do know him 

A gentleman, that well deſerves a help, | 
Which he ſhall have: I'Il pay the debt, and free him, 

Ven. Serv, Your lordſhip ever binds him. 

Tim, Commend me to him: I will ſend his ranſom z 
And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me ;— 
Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 

But to ſupport him after.—Fare you well. 
Ven. Serv, All happineſs to your honour ! [Extt. 


Enter an old Athenian, 


Old Ath, Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. | 

Tim. © Freely, good father, 
Old Ath. Thou haſt a ſervant nam'd Lucilius. | 

Tim, I have ſo: What of him? 

Old Ath. Moſt noble Timon, call the man before thee. 
Tim, Attends he here, or no —Lucilius! 


Enter Lucil ius. | 


Luc, Here, at your lordſhip? s ſervice. 

Old Atb. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy c crea» 
ture, 

| By night frequents my houſe. I am a man 

That from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift ; 

And my eſtate deſerves an heir more rais'd, 

Than one which holds a trencher, 


B 3 Tim, 
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Tim. Well; what farther ? 
Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin elſe, 


On whom I may confer what I have got : 


The maid is fair, o'the youngeſt for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareſt coſt, 
In qualities of the beſt, This man of thine 


Attempts her love: I pr'ythee, noble lord, 


Join with me to forbid him her reſort ; 

Myſelf have ſpoke in vain. 
Tim. The man 1s honeſt. 
Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon: 

His honeſty rewards him in itſelf, 

It muſt not bear my AT; 
Tim. | Does ſhe love him? 
Old Ath. She is young, and apt: 

Our own precedent paſſions do inſtruct us 

What levity's in youth. 
Tim. [to Lucilius] Love you the maid ? 2 
Luc. Ay, my good lord, and ſhe accepts of it. 
Old Atb. If in her marriage my conſent be miſſing, 


I call the gods to witneſs, I will chooſe 


Mine heir from forth the . of the world, 

And diſpoſſeſs her all. 
Tim. A How ſhall ſhe be endow'd 

If ſhe be mated with an equal huſband ?. | 
Old Ath. Three talents, on the preſent; in future, all, 
Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ſerv'd me long; 

To build his fortune, I will ſtrain a little, | 

For *tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 

What you beſtow, in him I'll counterpoiſe, 


And make him weigh with her, 


Old Ath. Moſt noble lord, 5 
Pawn me to this your honour, ſhe is his. 


Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on 1 my promiſe, 


Luce. 
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Luc. Humbly I thank your lordſhip : Never may 
That ſtate or fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which 1s not ow'd to you! 
[Exeunt LuciLivus and old Athenian. 
Poet. Vouchſafe my labour, and long live your lord- 
ſhip! 
Jim. I thank you; you ſhall hear from me anon: 
Go not away. What have you there, my friend? 
Pain. A piece of painting; which I do beſeech 
Your lordſhip to accept. 
Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almoſt the natural man; ; 
For ſince diſhonour trafficks with man's nature, 
He is but outſide : Theſe peneil'd figures are 
Even ſuch as they give out. I like your work ; 
And you ſhall find, I like it: wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. , 
Pain. The gods preſerve you ! 
Tim. Well fare you, gentlemen: Give me your hand; 
We muſt needs dine together.— Sir, your jewel 
Hath ſuffer'd under praiſe. 
Few. What, my lord! diſpraiſe ? 
Tim. A meer ſatiety of commendations, 
If I ſhould pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd, 
It would unclew me quite. 
Few. My lord, *tis rated 
As thoſe, which ſell, would give: But you well know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 
Are prized by their maſters: believ't, dear lord, 
Vou mend the jewel by wearing it. 


Jim. | Well mock'd. 


Mer. No, my good lord; he ſpeaks the common tongue, 
Which all men ſpeak with him. 


Tim, Look, who comes here. Will you be chik? 
E 4 | Enter 


TIM ON OF ATHENS. Act 1. 


Enter APEMANTUS, 


Few, We will bear, with your lordſhip. 

.. He'll ſpare none. 
| Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 
Apem. Till I be gentle, ſtay for thy good morrow ; 


When thou art Timon's dog, and theſe knaves honeſt, 


Tim. Why doſt thou call them knaves ? thou know'ſ 


them not. 
Apem. Are they not t Athenians? ? 
Tim. Yes. 


Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jeab. You know me, Apemantus, 

Apem. Thou know'ſt, I do; I call'd thee by thy name, 

Zim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Aßpem. Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not like Ti- 
mon. 

Jim. Whither art going ? 

Apem. To knock out an honeſt Athenian's brains.” 

Tim, That's a deed thou'lt die for. | 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 

Tim. How likeſt thou this picture, Apemantus ? ? 

Apem. The beſt, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 

Apem. He wrought better, that made the painter; and 


yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 


Pain. Vou are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation 3 What's the, if 

I be a dog ? 

Jim. Wilt dine with me, , Apemantus ? ? 

Apem. No; I eat not lords. 

Jim. An thou ſhould'ſt, thou'dſt anger ladies. 

Adem. O, they eat lords; fo they come by great bellies, 
5 | Tim, 
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Tim, That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Apem. So thou apprehend'ſt it: Take it for thy labour. 
Tim. How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus? 


Apem. Not ſo well as plain dealing, which will not coſt 
a man a doit. 


Tim. What doſt think tis worth? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. — How now, poet! ? 
Poet. How now, philoſopher ? 

Apem. Thou lieſt. 

Poet. Art not one. 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? ? 

rot. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou lieſt : look in thy laſt work, where 
thou haſt feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is ſo. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour: He, that loves to be flatter'd, is worthy o'the 
flatterer. Heavens that I were a lord ! 

Tim. What would | do then, Apemantus 7 F 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with 
my heart, 

Tim. What, thyſelf? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim, Wherefore? | 

| Apem, That I had no angry wit to be a lord, — 
Art not thou a merchant ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Atem. Trafick confound thee, if the gods will not! 

Mer. If traffick do it, the gods do it. 


en. Traffi ck's thy god, and thy god confound thee 1 


Trumpets ſound. Enter a Servant, 


Tim. What trumpet's that? 
| Serv. 


Serv. | Tie Alcibiades, and 
some twenty horſe, all of companionſhip, 
Tim. Pray, entertain them; give them guide to us. 
[ Exeunt ſome Attendants. 
You muſt needs dine with me: - Go not you hence, 
Till I have thank'd you; and, when dinner's done, 
Show me this PIECE. I am joyful of your fights, — 


Euter ALCIBIADES, with 1 Company. 


Moſt welcome, ſir! | ens [ They ſalute. 
Apem. So, ſo; there !— 3 
Aches contract and ſtarve your ſupple joints ! 
That there ſhould be ſmall love mongſt theſe ſweet 
knaves, 
And all this court'ſy! The ſtrain of man's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 
Allcib. Sir, you have ſav'd my longings: and I feed 
Moſt hungrily on your ſight. 
Tim. | Right 8 fir: 
Fre we depart, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 
In different pleaſures. Pray you, let us in. 
| [ Exeunt all but APEMANTUS. 


Enter two Lords, 


1 Lord. What time a day 1s't, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Time to be honeſt. 
1 Lord. That time ſerves ſtill. | 
Apem. The moſt accurſed thou, that ſtill omit'ſt it. 
2 Lord. Thou art going to Lord Timon's feaſt. 
Apem. Ay; to ſee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools, 
2 Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Apem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Lord, Why, Apemantus ? | 
| Aßem. 


Act 1. TIN ON OF ATHENS. | 11 


Apem. Shouldſt have kept one to thyſelf, for I mean to 
give thee none. | 


1 Lord. Hang thyſelf, 


Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy SOR make hy | 
requeſts to thy friend, 


2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or Vl ſpurn thee 
hence. : 
 Apem. I will fy like a dog, the heels of the aſs. 
Exit. 
1 Lord. He s oppoſite to humanity. Come, ſhall we in, 
And taſte lord Timon's bounty? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindneſs. , 
2 Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold, 
Is but his ſteward : no mee, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itſelf; no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All uſe of quittance. 
1 Lord. The nobleſt mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. | 
2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! ! Shall we in ? 
1 Lord, I'll keep you company. I[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The ſame, A Room of State in Timon's Houſe, 


Hautboys playing loud muſick. A great banquet ſerved in; 
FLavius and others attending; then enter TIMON, 
ALCIBIADES, Lucius, LUCULLUS, SEMPRONIUS, 
end other Athenian Senators, with VENTIDIVS and At- 
tendants. Then comes, dropping after all, Ane, 

Aiſcontentedly. 


Peu. Moſt honour'd Timon, * 't hath pleas d the gods 
remember 


My 
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My father's age, and call him to long peace. 
He 1s gone happy, and has left me rich : 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return thoſe talents, 
Doubled, with thanks, and ſervices. from whoſe help 
I deriv'd liberty. 
Tim. O, by no means, 
Honeſt Ventidius : you miſtake my love; 
I gave it freely ever; and there's none 
Can truly ſay, he gives, if he receives: 
If our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them; Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Fen. A noble ſpirit. 
I They all land ceremoniouſly looking on T1MON. 
Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 
Was but devis'd at firſt, to ſet a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere tis ſhown ; 
But where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray, fit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than my fortunes to me. {They fit. 
1 Lord. My lord, we always have confeſs'd it. 
Apem, Ho, ho, confeſs'd it? hang'd it, have you not? 
Tim. O, Apemantus!—you are welcome, 
Apem. | No, 
You ſhall not make me welcome « 
I come to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 
Tim. Fie, thou art a churl; you have got a humour 
there 


Does not become a man, tis much to blame. 


They ſay, my lords, that ira furor brevis , 
But yond' man's ever angry. 
80, let him have a table by himſelf; ; 


For 
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For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Apem. Let me ſtay at thine own peril, Timon; 
I come to obſerve; I give thee warning on't. 

Tim, I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athenian 
therefore welcome: I myſelf would have no * pr'y- 
thee, let my meat make thee ſilent. 


Apem. 1 ſcorn thy meat; *twould choke me, for 1 


| ſhould 
Neer flatter thee,—O you gods! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he ſees them not ! 
It grieves me, to fee ſo many dip their meat 
In one man's blood; and all the madneſs 1 18, 
He cheers them up too. 
I wonder, men dare truſt themſelves with men: 
_ Methinks, they ſhould invite them without knives; 
Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that 
Sits next bim now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is the readieſt man to kill him: it has been prov'd. 
111 
Were a huge man, I ſhould fear to drink at meals; 
Leſt they ſhould ſpy my windpipe's dangerous notes: 
Great men ſhould drink with harneſs on their throats. 
Tem. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round. 
2 Lord. Let it flow this ways my good lord. 
Apem. Flow this way ! 
A brave fellow !—he keeps bis tides well. Timon, 
— Thoſe healths will make thee, and thy ſtate, look ill. 
Here's that, which is too weak to be a ſinner, 
| Honeſt water, which ne'er left man i'the mire: 
This, and my food, are equals ; there's no odds. 
Feaſts are too ene to give thanks to the gods. 
APEMANT us 
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APEMANTUS's GRACE. 


Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 

I pray for no man but myſelf: 
Grant I may never prove ſo fond, 
To truſt man on his oath or bond; 

Or a harlot, for her weeping 3 
Or a dog, that ſeems a ſleeping 
Or a keeper with my freedom; 
Or my friends, if I ſhould need em. 

Amen. Co fall tot: | 
| Rich men ſin, and I eat root. | [Eats and drinks, 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 

Alcib. My heart is ever at your ſervice, my lord. 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfaſt of enemies, than 
2 dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my jord; there's no 
meat like them; I could wiſh my beſt friend at ſuch a 
feaſt. 

Apem. *Wonld all thoſe flatterers were thine enemies 
then; 9 then thou might ſt kill 'em, and bid me to 
em. 

1 Lord. Might we but have that happineſs, my lord, 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we wicket 
expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think ourſelves 

for ever perfect. 

Jim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but tha gods 
themſelves have provided that I ſhall have much help from 
you: How had you been my friends elſe ? why have you 
that charitable title from thouſands, did you not chiefly be- 
long to my heart? I have told more of you to myſelf, than 
you can with modeſty ſpeak in your own behalf; and thus 

85 Ki | far 
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far I confirm you. O, you gods, think I, what need we 
have any friends, if we ſhould never have need of them? 
they were the moſt needleſs creatures living, ſhould we 
ne'er have uſe for them: and would moſt reſemble ſweet 
inſtruments hung up in caſes, that keep their ſounds to 
themſelves. Why, I have often wiſh'd myſelf poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do be- 
nefits: and what better or properer can we call our own, 
than the riches of our friends ? O, what a precious com- 
fort *tis to have ſo many, like brothers, commanding one 
another's fortunes! O joy, e'en made away ere it can be 
born! Mine eyes cannot hold out water, methinks: : to for- 
get their faults, I drink to you. 

Apem. Thou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timon. 

2 Lord. Joy had the hke conception in our eyes, 
And, at that inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. 

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſtard. 

3 Lord. J promiſe you, my lord, you mov'd me much. 

Apem. Much! | [ Tucket ſounded. 

Tim, What means that trump ?—How now? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv, Pleaſe you, my lord, there are certain ladies moſt 
deſirous of admittance. 
Tim. Ladies ? What are their wills ? 
Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my lord, 
which bears that office, to ſignify their pleaſures. 
Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 


Enter Cupip. 


Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon and to all 
That of his bounties taſte !—The five beſt ſenſes 
Acknowledge 
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Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 


To gratulate thy plenteous boſom : The ear, 
Taſte, touch, ſmell, all pleas'd from thy table riſe; 
They only now come but to feaſt thine eyes. 
Tim, They are welcome all; let them have kind admit. 
| tance t=— 
Muſick, make their welcome. | [Exit curin. 
1 Lord, You ſee, my lord, how ample you are belov'd. 


Mufick. Re-enter Curr, with a maſque of Ladies as 
Amaxons, with lutes in their hands, dancing, and . | 


Apem, Hey day ! what a — * of ar comes this 
way |! | —_ | 
They dance! they are mad women. 
Like madneſs is the glory of this life, 
As this pomp ſhows to a little oil, and root. 
We make ourſelves fools, to diſport ourſelves 
And ſpend our flatteries, to drink thoſe men, 
Upon whoſe age we void it up again, | 
With poiſonous ſpite, and envy. Who lives, that's not 
Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears 
Not one ſpurn to their graves of their friends” gift? 


1 ſhould fear, thoſe, that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftamp upon me: It has been done; 


Men ſhut their doors againſt a ſetting ſun. 


7 he Lords riſe from table, with acl obbrine of Timo; 
and, to ſhow their loves, each ſingles out an Amazon, * 
all dance, men with women, a lofty ſtrain or two to the | 
hautboys, and ceaſe. | 


Jim. You have done our pleaſures much grace, fair la- 
| dies, 
Set 
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Set a fair fathion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half fo beautiful and kind; 

You have added worth unto't, and lively lutte, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device z 

I am to thank you for it. 


1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the beſt. 


Apem. Faith, for the worlt is filthy ; and would not 


hold taking, I doubt me. | 
Tim. Ladies, there 1s an idle 8 
Attends you: Pleaſe you to diſpoſe yourſelves. 
All Lad. Moſt company? & my lord. 
[ Exeunt CueD, and Ladies. 
Tim, Piarias eos | 
Flay, My lord. 


Tim. The little caſket bring me hither. 
Fiav. Yes, my lord. — More jewels yet! 
There is no croſſing him in his humour; [Alle. 


Elſe I ſhould tell him, — Well, —i'faith, I ſhould, 
When all's ſpent, he'd be croſs'd then, an he could. 
Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. 
Exit, and returns with the caſe-t, 
1 Lord. Where be our men? 


Ser. 9 Here, my lord, in readineſs. 
2 Lord. Our horſes, 
Tim, Neo O my friends, I have one word 


To ſay to you: Look you, my good lord, I muſt 
Entreat you, honour me ſo much, as to 
Advance this jewel; 
Accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 
r Lord, I am to far already in your gifts, — 
A11, So are we all. 
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To ſhow him what a beggar his heart is, 
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5 a Servant. 


Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the ſenate 
Newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 

Tim, They are fairly welcome. 

Flap. I beſeech your honour, 
Vouchſafe me a word; it does concern you near. 

Jim. Near? why then another time I'Il hear thee ; 
I pr 'ythee, let us be provided 
To ſhow them entertainment. 

Flaw. I ſcarce know how: 14 dc. 


Enter axither ent. 


2 Serv, May it pleaſe your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath preſented to you 
Four milk-white horſes, trapp'd in ſilver. 

Tim. I ſhall accept them fairly: let the preſents 


Enter a third Servant. 


Be worthily entertain'd.— How now, what news? 

3 Serv, Pleaſe you, my lord, that honourable gentle. 
man, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow 
to hunt with him; and has ſent your honour two brace. 
of greyhounds. 

Tim. I'll hunt with him; And let them be receiv 'd, 


Not without fair reward. 


Flaw, [ Aſide.] What witl this « come to? 
He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
And all out of an empty coffer.— _ 

Nor will he know his purſe ; or yield me this, 


Being 
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Being of no power to make his wiſhes good ; 

His promiſes fly ſo beyond his ſtate, 

That what he ſpeaks is all in debt, he owes 

For every word; he is ſo kind, that he now 

Pays intereſt for't ; his land's put to their books. 
Well, *would I were gently put out of office, 

Before I were forc'd out! | | 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

Than ſuch as do even enemies exceed. 


I bleed enero Ho for my lord. Exit. 


Tim. | VPuoou do yourſelves 
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits :=- 
Here, my lord; a trifle of eur love. 
2 Lord. With more than common thanks I will receive 
| it. | 
3 Lord. O, he is the very ſoul of 8 
Tim. And now I remember me, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courſer 
I rede on: it is yours, becauſe you lik'd it. 
2 Lord. I beſeech you, pardon me, my lord, in that. 
Tim. You may take my word, my lord ; I know, no 
| man | 
Can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affect: 
I weigh my friend's affection with mine own; 
T'll tell you true. I'll call on you. 
All Lords. | None ſo welcome. 
Tim. I take all and your ſeveral viſitations | 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er be weary.—Alcibiades, | 
Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is mongſt the dead; and all the lands thou haſt 
Lie in a pitch'd geld. | 
2 Alcib. 
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eis, Ay, defiled land, my lord. 
1 Lord. We are fo virtuouſly bound. 
Tim, e e Ame 10 
Am I to you. 5 
2 Lord. 80 infinitely endear'd, 
77 . All to you. — Lights, more lights. a 
2 el. The beſt of happineſs, 


Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon ! ! 
Tim, Ready for his friends. 
[Exeunt ALCIBIADES, Lords, Ge. 
1 What a coil's here! 
Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums ! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the ſums 
That are given for em. Friendſhip's full of dregs: 
Methinks, falſe hearts ſhould never have ſound legs. 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on court'ſies. 
Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not ſullen, 
I'd be good to thee. 
Apem. No, I'll nothing : for, 
Tf I ſhould be brib'd too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee ; and then thou would'ſ ſin the faſter, 
Thou giv'ſt ſo long, Timon, I fear me, thou | 
_ Wilt give away thyſelf in paper ſhortly : 
What need theſe feaſts, pomps, and vain n glories ? ? 
Tim. Nay, 
An you begin to rail on ſociety once, 
Jam ſworn, not to give regard to you. | 
Farewell; and come with better muſick. [Extt. 
Apem. 803 
Thou'lt not hear me now, - thou ſhalt not then. I'll bock 
Thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ears ſhould be 
To counſel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


The ſame, A Room in a Senator's Houſe, 


Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand. 


Sen. And late, five thouſand to Varro; and to Ifidore 
He owes nine thouſand ; befides my former ſum, | 
Which makes it five and twenty.—Still in motion 
Of raging waſte ? It cannot hold; it will not. 

If I want gold, ſteal but a beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
If I would fell my horſe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horſe to Timon, 
Aſk nothing, give it him, it foals me, ſtraight, 
And able horſes : No porter at his gate ; 

But rather one that ſmiles, and ftill invites 
All that paſs by. It cannot hold; no reaſon 
Can found his ſtate in ſafety. Caphis, ho! 
Caphis, I fay! 


Enter CAPHIS. 


h Caph. Here, fir ; What is your pleaſure ? 


Sen, Get on your cloak, and haſte you to lord Timon; 


Impörtune him for my monies ; be not ceas'd 
With flight denial z nor then ſilenc'd, when— 
Commend me to your maſter—and the cap 

Plays in the right hand, thus :—but tell him, ſirrah, 
My uſes cry to me, I muſt ſerve my turn 

Out of mine own ; his days and times are paſt, 
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And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have {mit my credit: I love, and honour him; 
But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger : 
Immediate are my needs; and my relief 
Muſt not be toſs'd and turn'd to me in words, 
But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone : 
Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, 
A. viſage of demand; for, I do fear, 
When every feather ſticks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flaſhes now a phoenix. Get you — 

Caph. I go, fir, 

Sen. I go, fir take the bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in compft. 

Capb. I will, fir. 
. eee ee 


SCENE II. 
The ſame. A Hall in Timon's Houſe. 


Enter FLavivus, with many bills in his hand, 
Flay. No care, no ſtop! ſo ſenſelefs of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him; nor reſumes no care 
Of what is to continue; Never mind 
Was to be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 
What ſhall be done? He will not hear, till feel: 
1 muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 


F ye, fye, fye, fye! 
Enter CA RIS, and the Servants of Ifidore and Varro. 


Capb. --*:: Good even, Varro: What, | 
You come for money? | 


Var. 
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Var. Serv, Is't not your buſineſs too? 

Caph, It is and yours too, Iſidore? 

Ihid, Serv. It is ſo. 

Caph. Would we were all diſcharg'd! | 
Var. Serv. © I fear it. 

Caph, Here comes the 170 . . 


Enter TiMON, ALCIBIADES, and Lords, &c. 


Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibiades,—With me? What's your will? 
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues, 
Tim. Dues? Whence are you? „ 
"Cad. 1 5 „ K Athens _ my lord, 
Tim. Go to my ſteward, MS 
Caph. Pleaſe it your lordſhip, he hath put me off 
To the ſucceſſion of new days this month ; _ 
My maſter is awak d by great occaſion, 
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll ſuit, | 
In giving him his right. 
NW, Mine honeſt friend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next n. 
_ Caph. Nay, good my lord. 
Tim. Contain thyſelf, good friend. 
Var. Serv. One Varro's ſervant, my good lord, — 


Ifid. Serv. From Ifidora; ; 


He humbly prays your ſpeedy payment. | 
Caph. If you did know, my lord, my maſter's wants,— 


Var. Serv. Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, 


And paſt, 
Id. Serv. Your foward wats me off, my lord; 
And I am ſent expreſsly to your lordſhip. 
7 im. Give me breath ;—— 


C4 I do 
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Il do beſeech h you, good my lords, keep on ; 


[ Exeunt ALcniavas and Lords. 
I'll \ wait on you inſtantly —Come hither, pray you. 

| | [To FLAVIUS. 
How goes the world, that IJ am thus encounter'd 

Vith clamorous demands of date-broke bonds, 
And the detention of long-ſince-due debts, 
Againſt my honour ? 


Flaw. 8 Pleaſe 5 gentlemen, 


The time is unagreeable to this buſineſs: 


Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner; 
That I may make his lordſhip underſtand 


Wherefore you are not paid. 


Tim, Do fo, my friends: 
See them well entertain” d. 5 [Exit T1MON, 
Flav. 4 pray, draw near. 


E TLATIVS. | 
| Enter APEMANTUS and a Fool; 


Cat b. Stay; flay, here comes the fool with Apemantus; | 


let's have ſome ſport with 'em. 


Var. Serv. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 

Tiid. Serv, A plague upon him, dog! 
Var. Serv. How doſt, fool? 

Atem. Doſt dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 


Fer. Serv. I ſpeak not to thee. 


Afem. No, 'tis to thyſelf. Come away. [To the Fool. 
Lid. Serv. | To Var. Serv.] There's the fool hangs on 


your back already. 


4;em. No, thou ſtand'ſt ſingle, thou art not on him . 

Cash. Where's the fool noW? 

Apem. He laſt aſk'd the queſtion, —Poor rogues, and 
ulurers* men! bawds between gold and want! 


5 : All. 
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_ All. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Hpem. Aſſes. 

All Serv, Why? 

Apem. That you aſk me, what you are, and do not 
know yourſelves.—Speak to 'em, fool. 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 


MII Serv. Gramereies, _— fool: How does your 


miſtreſs ? 


Fool. She's een ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch chickens 


as you are. Would, we could ſee you at Corinth. 
Apem. Good! EraercFs 


Enter Page. 


Foot. Look you, here comes my miſtreſs page. 


Page. {To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain? what do 


you in this wiſe company ?—How doſt thou, Apemantus? 


Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might | 


anſwer thee profitably. 


Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the ſuperſcrip- 


tion of theſe letters; I know not which is which. 
Apem, Canſt not read ? 
Page, No. 


Apem. There will little learning die then, that day thou 


art hang'd. This is to lord Timon; this to Alcibiades. 
Go; thou waſt born a baſtard, and thow'lt die a bawd. 
Page. Thou waſt whelp'd a dog; and thou ſhalt famiſh, 
a dog's death. Anſwer not, I am gone, [ Exit Page. 
Apem. Even ſo thou out-run'ſt 5 ＋ ool, 1 will 80 
with you to lord Timon's. | 
Fool. Will you leave me there? 


Apem. If Timon ftay at home.-You three ſerve three 


uſurers ? 
4 Serv, Ay; *would they ſerved us! 
Apem. 
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Apem. So would I,—as good a trick as ever hangman 
ſerved thief. | 

Fool. Are you three uſurers' men? 

All Serv, Ay, fool. | | 

Fool. I think, no uſurer but has a fool to his ſervant : 


My miſtreſs is one, and I am her fool, When men come 


to borrow of your maſters, they approach ſadly, and go 
away merry; but they enter my miſtreſs* houſe merrily, 
and go away ſadly : The reaſon of this ? 

Var. Serv. I could render one. | 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore- 
maſter, and a knave z which eee thou ſhalt 
be no leſs eſteemed. 
Par. Serv. What is a whoremaſter, fool ? 
Fool. A fool in good clothes, and ſomething like thee. 
"Tis a ſpirit : ſometime, it appears like a lord; ſometime, 
like a lawyer ; ſometime, like a philoſopher, with two 
ſtones more than his artificial one: He is very often like a 
knight ; and, generally, in all ſhapes, that man goes up 
and down in, from fourſcore to thirteen „ this ſpirit 
walks in. 

Var. Ser. Thou art not + a a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man: as much foolery 
as I have, ſo much wit thou lack'ſt. 
Apem. That anſwer might have become Apemantus, 

All Serv. Aſide, aſide ; here comes lord Timon, 


Re-enter 1 5 and FLAVIUS. 


Adem. Come with me, foot; come. 
Fool. 1 do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman; ſometime, the philoſopher, 
[Exeunt APEMANTUS and Fool. 
Flaw, *Pray von, walk near; I'll ſpeak with you anon. 
| | [Exeunt Serv. 
Tim, 
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Act 11. TIMON OF ATHENS. oo 


Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere this time, 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me; 
That I might ſo have rated my e 

As I had leave of means? 


Flaw. VPou would not hear me, 
At many leiſures I propos'd. 
Tim. | Go to : 


Perchance, ſome ſingle vantages you took, 
When my indiſpoſition put you back ; 
And that unaptneſs made your miniſter 
Thus to excuſe yourſelf. 
Flay. O my good lord! 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And ſay, you found them in mine honeſty. 
When, for ſome trifling preſent, you have bid me 
Return ſo much, I have ſhook my head, and wept ; 
Yea, gainſt the authority of manners, pray*d you 
To hold your hand more cloſe ; I did endure 
Not ſeldom, nor no ſlight checks ; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your eſtate, 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord, 
Though you hear now, (too late!) yet now's a time, 
The greateſt of your having lacks a halt 
To pay your preſent debts. 
Tim. Let all my land be ſold. 
Flaw. Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone; 
And what remains will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of preſent dues: the future comes apace: 
What ſhall defend the interim? and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 
Tim. To Lacedzmon did my land extend. 
Fla. O my good lord, the world is but a word 
> „ Were 
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Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 

Tim. You tell me true, 
"law. It you ſuſpe& my huſbandry, or . 
Call me before the exacteſt auditors, 

And ſet me on the proof. So the gods bleſs me, 
When all our offices have been oppreſs'd 

With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minſtrelſy; 
I have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, 

And ſet mine eyes at flow, 

Tim: | Pr'ythee, no more. 

Flav. Heavens, have I ſaid, the bounty of this lord! 
How many prodigal bits have ſlaves, and peaſants, 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's ? 

What heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is lord Ti- 
mon's? 

Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? | 
Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made: 
Feaſt- won, taſt-loſt ; one cloud of winter e 
Theſe flies are 90805 d. 

Tells Come, ſermon me no further: 
No villainous bounty hath yet paſs'd my heart; 
Unwiſely, not ignobly, have I given. 

Why doſt thou weep? Canſt thou the conſcience lack, 

To think I ſhall lack friends? Secure thy heart; 

If I would broach the veſſels of my love, 

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 

Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly uſe, 

As I can bid thee ſpeak, 
Hau. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts! 
Jim. And, in ſome ſort, theſe wants of mine are crown'd, 


T hat 
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That I account them bleſſings; for by theſe 
Shall I try friends: You ſhall perceive, how you 
Miſtake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho !—F laminius | Servilius ! 


Enter Fl. e N srevillvs, and other Servants. 


Serv, My lord, my lord, — 
Tim. I will deſpatch you ſeverally. —You, t to lord Lu- 
cluS,— 
To lord Lucullus you; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day ; You, to Sempronius; 
Commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, ſay, 
That my occaſions have found time to uſe them 
Toward a ſupply of money : let the requeſt 
Be fifty talents. 
Flam. As you have faid, my lord. 
Flav. Lord Lucia, and lord Lucullus, humph ! _ 
22 dle. 
Tim. Go you, ſir, [To another Serv. 3 to the ſenators, 
(of whom, even to the ſtate” s beſt health, I have 
Deſerv'd this hearing, ) bid em ſend o'the inſtant 
A. thouſand talents to me. 
Flaw. I have been bold, 
(For that I knew eit the moſt general way,) 
To them to uſe your ſignet, and your name; 
But they do ſhake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 
Tim, | Is't true? can it be > 
Flav. They anſwer, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treaſure, cannot 
Do what they would; are forry—you are honourable, 
But yet they could lane wiſh'd—they know not—but 
Something bath been amiſs—a noble nature 
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May catch a wrench - would all were well—tis pity— 
And ſo, intending other ſerious matters, 
After diſtaſteful looks, and theſe hard fractions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 
They froze me into ſilence. 

Tim. | You gods, reward them 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly : Theſe old fellows _ 


Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 


Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it ſeldom flows; 

*Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 

And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 

Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy.— 

Go to Ventidius,—[To a Serv.] *Pr'ythee, [To ae 80 
be not ſad, 

Thou art true, and honeſt; imad 1 ſpeak, 

No blame belongs to thee: To Serv. ] Ventidius lately 

Bury'd his father; by whoſe death, he's ſtepp'd 

Into a great e when he was poor, 

Impriſon'd, and in ſcarcity of friends, 

I clear'd him with five talents: Greet him from me z ; 

Bid him ſappoſe, ſome good neceſſity 

Touches his friend, which craves to be remember” a 

With thoſe five talents :—that had Ae 0 FLAVIUS „] give 
it theſe fellows 

To whom *tis inſtant due. Ne'er ſpeak, or think, 

That Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can fink. 

_ Flaw, I would, I could not think it; That . is 

bounty's foe; 


Being free itſelf, it thinks all others ſo. CExcunt. 


Act 111. TIMON OF ATHENS. | 
ACT III. SCENE I. 


The ſame. A Room in Lucullus's Houſe. 
| FLAMINIUS awaiting, Enter a Servant to 11. 


Serv, I have told my lord of vou, he is _— down 
to you. 
Flam. I thank Fol, fir. 


Enter LUCULLUS., 


Serv. Here's my lord. 

Lucul, [ Aſide.] One of lord Timon's men ? a gift, 1 
warrant. Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a ſilver ba- 

ſon and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honeſt Flaminius; you 
are very reſpectively welcome, fir, —Fill me ſome wine.— 
[ Exit Servant.] And how does that honourable, com- 
plete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, oy very boun- 
tiful good lord and maſter ? | 

Flam. His health is well, fir, 

Lucul. T am right glad that his health is well, 1 : And 
what haſt thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, fir ; which, 
in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat. your honour to 
ſupply; who having great and inftant occaſion to uſe 
fifty talents, hath ſent to your lordſhip to furniſh him; 
nothing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la,—nothing doubting, ſays he? alas, 
good lord! a noble gentleman tis, if he would not keep 
ſo good a houſe, Many a time and often I have dined 
with him, and told him on't; and come again to ſupper 

9 . t 0 
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to him, of purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs: and yet he 
would embrace no counſel, take no warning by my com- 
ing. Every man has his fault, and honeſty is his; I have 


told him on't, but I could never get him from it, 


Re-enter Servant, with wine. 


Serv. Pleaſe your lordſhip, here is the wine. 

Lucul, Flaminius, I have noted thee always wiſe, Here' 8 
to thee. 

Fla. Vour lordſhip ſpeaks your e | 

Lucul. I have obſerved thee always for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, —give thee thy due,—and one that knows 


what belongs to reaſon ; and canſt uſe the time well, if the 


time uſe thee well: good parts in thee.— Get you gone, 
ſirrah. | [To the Servant, who goes out, J-Draw nearer, ho- 
neſt Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but 
thou art wiſe ; and thou know'ſt well enough, although 
thou comeſt to me, that this is no time to lend money; 
eſpecially upon bare friendſhip, without ſecurity, Here's 
three ſolidares for thee ; good boy, wink .at me, and ſay, 


thou ſaw'ſt me not. Fare thee well. 


Flam. Is't poſſible, the world ſhould ſo much differ; 
And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned baſeneſs, 
To him that worſhips thee. [Throwing the money away, 
Lucul, Ha! Now I ſee, thou art a fool, and fit for thy 


maſter. [Exit Lucullus. 


Flam. May theſe add to the number that may ſcald 

_- thee! - ; | | 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and not himſelf! 
Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 
It turns in leſs than two nights? O you gods, 
I tcel my maſter's paſſion! This ſlave | 
Unto 


— 
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id” 
3 
AD, 


Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him 
Why ſhould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 
When he 1s turn'd to poiſon ? 


O, may diſeaſes only work upon't! 


And, when he is ſick to death, let not _ ey of na. 
ture 


Which my lord paid for, be of any power | 
Ts expel ſickneſs, but prolong his hour Exit. 


SCENE II. 
The fame. A publick Place. 
Enter Lucius, with three pes ade 


Luc. Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good friend, 
and an honourable gentleman. 


1 Stran. We know him for no leſs, though we are but 


ſtrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, 


and which I hear from common rumours; now lord T1- 


mon's happy hours are done, and all and his eſtate 
ſhrinks from him. 


Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it; he cannot want for 
money. | 


2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long 


ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to bor- 


row ſo many talents; nay, urged extremely for't, and 
ſhow'd what neceſlity belong” d to't, and yet was denied. 

Luc. How? 

2 Stran, I tell you, iel, my lord. 

Luc. What a ſtrange caſe was that? now, before the 
gods, I am aſham'd on't. Denied that honourable man ? 
there was very little honour ſhow'd in't. For my own 
part, I mot needs confeſs, I have received ſome ſmall 
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kindneſſes from him, as money, plate, jewels, and ſuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he miſ- 


took him, and ſent to me, I ſhould ne's er have denied his 
occaſion ſo many talents, | 


Enter SERVILIUS. 


Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord; 1 have ſweat 
to ſee his honour, —My honour'd lord. — [To LUCIUS. 
Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, ſir, Fare thee 
well :=Commend me to thy honourable-virtuous lord, 
my very exquiſite friend, | 
Ser. May it pleaſe your honour, my lord hath 6 
Luc, Ha! what has he ſent? I am ſo much endear'd to 
that lord; he's ever ſending : How ſhall I thank _ 
think'ſt thou ? And what has he fent now ? 
Ser. He has only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my 
Jord z requeſting your lordſhip to pr his inſtant uſe 
with ſo many talents. 
Luc. I know, his lordſhip is but merry with me; 
He cannot want fifty- five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants leſs, my lord. 
If his occaſion were not virtuous, 
1 ſhould not urge it half ſo faithfully, 

Luc. Doſt thou ſpeak ſerioufly, Servilius ? 

Ser. Upon my ſoul, tis true, fir, 

Luc. What a wicked beaſt was I, to Aeta myſelf 
againſt ſuch a good time, when I might have thown my- 
ſelf honourable? how unluckily it happen'd, that I ſhould 
- purchaſe the day before for a little part, and undo a great 
deal of hunour ?—Servilius, now before the gods, I am 
not able to do't; the more beaſt I fay :—I was ſending to 
aſe lord Timon myſelf, theſe gentlemen can witneſs ; but 
I would not, tor the wealth of Athens, I bad ond it 


NOW, 
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now. Commend me bountifully to his good jordihip ; 
and I hope his honour will conceive the faireſt of me, be- 
cauſe I have no power to be kind :—And tell him this 
from me, I count it one of my greateſt aMictions, ſay, that 
I cannot pleaſure ſuch an honourable gentleman. Good 
Servilius, will you befriend me ſo far, as to uſe mine own 
words to him? 

Ser. Yes, fir, I ſhall. 

Luc. 1 will look you out a good turn, Servilius.— 


(Exit SERVILIUS. 


True, as you ſaid, Timon is run indeed; 
And De, that's once denied, will Mp peed. 
| [Exit Lucius. 
1 Stran, Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilius? 
2 Stran. Ay, too well, 
1 Stran. Why this 
| Is the world's ſoul; and juſt of the ſame piece 
Is every flatterer's ir. Who can call him 
His friend, that dips in the ſame diſh ? for, in 
My knowing, Timon has been this lord's father, 
And kept his credit with his purſe ; 
Supported his eſtate; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's ſilver treads upon his lip 
And yet, (O, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape !) 
He does deny him, in reſpect of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 
3 Stran. Religion groans at it. | 
1 Siran. For mine own part, 
I never taſted Timon in my lite, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his friend; yet, I proteſt, 
For his right noble mind, lian virtue, | 
| a 2 And 


— — 
2 _ 
— Cog wr 

— TC eee. —-— 


— 


— 
2 = = 

- — — 

_ _——_ ore 


— —— 


_ — + ro... oe og. EL —— 
— — Wn — —— 
— —_ pou — — —_ > >» o 
—e. — Xx 
. —. ee ˙ St 
. 


1 
1 

[2.38 

IN 
\ 4 
1 1 
| 


30 TI MON OF ATHENS. Act irt. 


And honourable carriage, 

Had.his neceſſity made uſe of me, | 

1 would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, 

So much I love his heart: But, I perceive, | 

Aten muſt learn now with pity to diſpenſe ; ; 

For policy fits above conſcience. f Exenumt. 


The ſame. A Room in Sempronius's Houſe. 
Euter SEMPRONIUS, and a Serwant of Timon's. 


Sem. Muſt he needs trouble me in't? Humph ! Bove 
all others? 

He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus; ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem'd from priſon: All theſe three 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 

Ferd. O my lord, 
They have all been touch'd, and found baſe metal ; for 
They have all deny'd him! 

Sem. How ! have they denied him ? 
Has Ventidius and Lucullus deny'd him? 
Aud does he ſend to me? Three? humph! 
It ihows but little love or judgment in him. 
Muſt I be his laſt refuge? His friends, like phyſicians, 
_ Thrive, give him over? Muſt I take the cure upon me? 

He has much diſgrac'd me in't; I am angry at him, 
That might have known my lags I ſee no ſenſe for't, 
But his occaſions might have woo'd me firſt ; 
For, in my conſcience, I was the firſt man 
That &er receiv'd gift from bim; 
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And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 

That I'll requite it laſt? No: So it may prove 

An argument of laughter to the reſt, 

And I among the lords be thought a fool. 

I had rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 

He had ſent to me firſt, but for my mind's ſake; 

1 had ſuch a courage to do him good. But now return, 

And with their faint reply this anſwer join ; 5 

Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin. [ Exit. 
Serv. Excellent! Your lordſhip's a goodly villain. The 

devil knew not what he did, when he made man politick; 


he croſs'd himſelf by't: and J cannot think, but, in the 
end, the villainies of man will ſet him clear. How fairly 


this lord ſtrives to appear foul? takes virtuous copies to 
be wicked; like thoſe that, under hot ardent zeal, would 
ſet whole 3 on fire. | 

Of ſuch a nature is his politick love. 

This was my lord's beſt hope ; now all are fled, 

Save the gods only: Now his friends are Sd. 

Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be employ'd 

Now to guard ſure their maſter. 

And this is all a liberal courſe allows ; 

Who cannot keep his wealth, muſt Keep his houſe, [ Exit. 


SCENE lv. 
The ſame. A Hall in Timon's Houſe, 


Enter two ſervants of Varro, and the ſervant of Lucius, 


meeting Tirus, HORTENSIUs, and other ſervants to 
Timon's Creditors, waiting bis coming out. 


Var. Serv. Well met ; good- morrow, Titus and Hor- 


tenſius. 
D 3 Tit, 
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Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 


Hor. Lucius? | 
What, do we meet together? 
Luc. Serv, | Ay. and, I think, 
One buſineſs does command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 


Ti. So 1s theirs ad ours. 


Enter PHILOTUS. 


Luc. Serv. And ſir 
Philotus too! | 
Ft. - Good day at once. Tos 
Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 
What do you think the hour ? OW: 
Phi, | Labouring for nine. 
Luc. Serv. 80 much! 5 | 
Phi, Is not my lord ſeen yet? 
Luc. Serw. | Not yet. 
Phi. I wonder on't ; be was wont to ſhine at ſeven. 
Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorter with 
him: 
You muſt conſider, that a prodigal courſe 
Is like the ſun's ; but not, like his, recoverable. 
I fear, 
Tis deepeſt winter in lord Timon's purſe ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. | | | 
Phi. I am of your fear for that. 
Tit. I'll ſhow you how to obſerve a ſtrange event. 


Your lord ſends now for money. 


Hor. Ms.eoſt true, he does, 
Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 
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Hor. It is againſt my heart. 
Lr. . Mark, how ftrange it ſhows, 
Timon in this ſhould pay more than he owes : 
And e'en as if your lord ſhould wear rich jewels, 
And fend for money for *em. 
Hor. I am weary of this charge, the cods can witneſs : 
I know, my lord hath ſpent of Timon's wealth, | 
And now ingratitude makes it worſe than ſtealth. 
1 Var. Serv, Yes, mine's three thouſand crowns : 
| What's yours? 
Luc. Serv. Five thouſand mine. 
1 Var. Serv. Tis much deep: and it ould ſeem * 
the ſum, 
Vour maſter's confidence was 6055 mine; 
Elſe, ſurely, his had equall'd. 


Enter FLAMINIUSs. 


Tit, One of lord Timon's men. 


Luc. Serv. Flaminius! fir, a word: Pray, is my lord 


ready to come forth? 
Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 
Tit. We attend his lordſhip; pray, Genify ſo much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows, you are too 
diligent. | [Exit FLAMINIUS, 


Enter FLAvius in @ cloak, muffled. 


Luc. Serv, Ha! is not that his ſteward muffled ſo? 
He goes away in a cloud: call him, call him. 
Tit, Do you hear, fir? _ 
1 Var. Serv. By your leave, fir, 
Flay, What do you aſk of me, my friend? 
Tit, We wait for certain money here, fir, 
| D 4 
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Haw. | | Ay, 
If money were as certain as your waiting, 
*T were ſure enough. Why then preferr'd you not 
Your ſums and bills, when your falſe maſters eat 
Of my lord's meat? Then they could ſmile, and fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th' intereſt 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourſelves but 
wrong, 5 
To ſtir me up; let me paſs quietly : 
Believe't, my lord and I have made an end; 
I have no more to reckon, he to ſpend. 
Luc. Serv, Ay, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 
Flaw. Ee If *qwill not, 
Tis not ſo baſe as you; . you ſerve knaves. [ Exit. 
1 Var. Serv. How ! what does his caſhier” d worſhip 
mutter? 
2 Var. Ser. No matter what; he's poor, and that's 
revenge enough. Who can focak broader than he that 


has no houſe to put his head in? . may rail againſt | 
vreat buildings, 


Enter SERVILIUS. 


Tit. O, here's Servilius; now we ſhall know 
Some anſwer. | | 
Ser. If I might beſeech you, gentlemen, 
Fo repair ſome other hour, I ſhould much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my ſoul, 
My lord leans wond'rouſly to diſcontent. 
His comfortable temper has forſook him ; 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 
Luc. Sery. Many do keep their chambers, are not ſick ; 
And, if it be ſo far beyond his health, 
| Methinks, he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 
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Serv. | Good gods! 
Tit. We cannot take this for an anſwer, ſir, 
Flam. [ Mithin. ] Servilius, help! my lord! my lord !— 


Fa Tiuox, i in a rage; FLAMINIUS following. 


Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my paſſage ? 
Have I been ever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? | 
The place, which I have. feaſted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, ſhow me an iron heart ? 
Luc. Serv, Put in now, Titus. 
Tit. My lord, here is my bill, 
Luc. Serv. Here's mine. 
Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord. 
Both Var. Serv. And ours, my lord. 
Phi. All our bills. 
Tim. Knock me down with 'em: Mines me to the 
„ gale. 
Luc. Serv, Alas! my noo 
Tim, Cut my heart in ſums, 
Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 
Jim. Tell out my blood. 
Luc. Serv. Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 
Tim. Five thouſand drops pays that,— — 
What yours ?——and yours? 
1 Var. Serv, My lord, 
2 Var. Serv. My lord, | 
Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall on you!) 
[ Exit. 
Hor. Faith, I perceive, our maſters may throw their 
caps at their money; theſe debts may well be call'd deſ- 
Perate ones, for a madman owes 'ems  [Exeunt. 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter T1MON and FLAVIUS., 


Tim. They have e'en put my breath FEY me, the | 
ſlaves : | 
Creditors !—devils, 
Flav. My dear lord, 
Tim. What if it ſhould be ſo? 
Flay, My lord, —— 
Tim. I'll have it ſo:—My ſteward! 
Flav. Here, my lord. 
Tim, So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius; all: 
I' once more feaſt the raſcals. 
Flav. © O my lord, 
You only ſpeak from your diſtracted ſoul; 
There is not ſo much left, to furniſh out 
A moderate table, 
Tin. Be't not in thy care; go, 
I charge thee; invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more; my cook and I'll provide, 
| [ Exepni, 


SCEN E V. 
The ſame, The Semate- Mags. 


The Senate ſitting. Enter ALcis! ADE 85 Gthended. 


1 Sen. My lord, you have wy voice to't ; the fault” $ 
| bloody; 
Tis neceſſary, he ſhould die: 
Nothing emboldens fin ſo much as mercy. 
2 Sen, Moſt true; the law ſhall bruiſe him. 
Alcib, Honour, health, and | compationn to the ſenate ! 
I Sen, 
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I Sen. Now, captain ? 
Alcih, T am an humble ſuitor to your virtues; 

For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly, 
It pleaſes time, and fortune, to lie heavy 

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hath ſtepp'd into the law, which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, ſetting his fate ade, 

Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he ſoil the fact with cowardice ; 

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault,) 

But, with a noble fury, and fair ſpirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to moaned 
He did oppoſe his foe : 

And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 

He did behave his anger, ere *twas f pent, 

As if he had but prov'd an argument, 

1 Sen. You undergo too ſtrict a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 

Vour words have took ſuch pains, as if they labour'd 
To bring manſlaughter into form, ſet quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed, 

Is valour miſbegot, and came into the world 
When ſects and factions were newly born: 

He's truly valiant, that can wifely ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breathe ; and make his wrongs 
His outſides; wear them like his raiment, careleſsly ; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 

What folly tis, to hazard life for ill? 
Aab. My lord. 
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1 Sen. You cannot make groſs fins look clear; 
To revenge 1s no valour, but to bear. | 
Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I ſpeak like a captain, 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, 
And not endure all threatnings? ſleep upon it, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? why then, women are more valiant, 
That ſtay at home, if bearing carry it; 
And th' aſs, more captain than the lion; the felon, 
Loaden with irons, wiſer than the judge, 
If wiſdom be in ſuffering. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good: _ 
Who cannot condemn raſhneſs in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is ſin's extremeſt guſt; 
But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis moſt Juſt. 
To be in anger, is impiety; 
But who is man, that is not angry? 


Weigh but the crime with this. 


2 Sen. vou breathe in vain. 

2K In vain? his ſervice done 
At Lacedæmon, and Byzantium, 
Were a ſufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What's that? | 

Alcib. Why, I fay, my lords; tas done fair ſervice, 
And flain in fight many of your enemies; 
How full of valour did he bear himſelf 
In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds: 
2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with“ em, he 
Is a ſworn rioter: h'as a ſin that often 
Drowns him, and takes his valour priſoner ; 
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If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him: in that beaſtly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, x 
And cheriſh factions : Tis inferr'd to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen, He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
(Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to none, ) yet, more to move you, 
Take my deſerts to his, and join them both ; 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns, 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receiv't in valiant gore; 
For law is ſtrict, and war 1s nothing more, 

1 Sen, We are for law, he dies; urge it no more, | 
On height of our diſpleaſure: Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that ſpills another. 

Alcib, Muſt it be ſo? it muſt not be, My lords, 

I do beſeech you, know me. 

2 Sen, How? | 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen, What? 

Acib. I cannot think, but your age bas forgot me; 

It could not elſe be, I ſhould prove ſo baſe, 
To ſue, and be denied ſuch common grace: 
My wounds ake at | 
1 Sen, | Do you dare our anger: 
'Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effect ; 
We baniſh thee for ever. 
F/T | Baniſh me ? 
Baniſh your dotage; baniſh uſury, 
That makes the ſenate ugly, 
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1 Sen. If, after two days' ſhine, Athens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier judgement. And, not to ſwell our 
x ſpirit, 


He ſhall be executed preſently. [Exeunt Senators. 
Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough; that you 
may live 


Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 

I am worſe than mad: I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large intereſt ; I myſelf, 

Rich only in large hurts ;—All thoſe, for this? 

Is this the balſam, that the uſuring ſenate 

Pours into captains* wounds ? ha! baniſhment ? 

It comes not ill; I hate not to be banith'd 

It is a cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, 

That I may ftrike at Athens. I'll cheer up 

My diſcontented troops, and lay for hearts, 

Tis honour, with moſt lands to be at odds; 
Soldiers ſhould brook as little wrongs, as gods. [ Exit. 


SCENE vl. 
A magnificent Room in Timon's Houſe, 


E ufick. Tables ſet out: Servants attending. Enter divers 
| Lords, at ſeveral doors. 


1 Lord, The good time of day to you, fir. 

2 Lord. J alſo wiſh it to you. I think, this honourable 
lord did but try us this other day. | 
I Lord, Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 
encounter d: I hope, it is not ſo low with him, as he 
made it ſeem in the trial of his ſeveral friends. 


2 Lord, 
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2 Lord. It mould not be, by the perſuaſ on of his new 
Feaſting. 


1 Lord. I ſhould think ſo: He hath ſent me an earneſt 


inviting, which many my near occaſions did urge me to 
put off; but he hath conjured me beyond them, and I 
muſt needs appear. | 
2 Lord, In like manner was I in debt to my importu- 

nate buſineſs, but he would not hear my excuſe. I am 
ſorry, when he ſent to DOrTow of me, that my proviſion 
was out. 
I Lord. I am ſick of that grief too, as 1 underſtand how 
all things go. 
2 Lord. Every man here's ſo. What would he have 
| borrow'd of you? OR 
1 Lord, A thouſand pieces. 

2 Lord. A thouſand pieces! 

1 Lord. What of you? 
3 Lord. He ſent to me, hir,—Here he comes. 


Enter Timon, and A T205Y 


Tim. With all my heart 3 both A how | 


fare you? 
1 Lord. Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your lord ſhip. 


2 Lord. The ſwallow follows not ſummer more willing, 


than we your lordſhip. 


Tim, [ Aſide.] Nor more willingly leaves winter; ſuch 


ſummer-birds are men.— Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompenſe this long ſtay : feaſt your ears with the muſick 
awhile ; if they will fare ſo harſhly on the trumpet” O 
ſound: we ſhall to't preſently. 

1 Lord. 1 hope, it remains not unkindly with your 
| lordſhip, that I return'd you an empty meſſenger. 
Tim. O, aid let it not trouble . 
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2 Lord. My noble lord, —— . 
Tim, Ah, my good friend! what cheer? 
[The banquet brought in. 

2 Lord. My moſt honourable lord, I am e'en ſick of 
ſhame, that when your lordſhip this other day ſent to me, 
I was ſo unfortunate a beggar. | 
Jim. Think not on't, fir. 

2 Lord. If you had ſent but two hours before,— 

Tim, Let it not cumber your better remembrance. — 
Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord. All cover'd diſhes! 
1 Lord, Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the ſeaſon can 
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yield it. 


1 Lord. How do you? What's the news? 

3 Lord. Alcibiades is baniſn'd: Hear you of it? 

1 2 Lord, Alcibiades baniſh'd ! 

3 Lord. Tis ſo, be ſure of it. 

rt Lord, How? how? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Lord, T'll tell you more anon, Here's a noble feaſt 

toward, | 

2 Lord. This is the old man ſtill. 

3 Lord. Wilt hold? will't hold ? 

2 Lord. It does: but time will—and ſo 

3 Lord, 1 do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his ſtool, with that « uy as he would 
to the lip of his miſtreſs: your diet ſhall be in all places 
alike, Make not a city feaſt of it, to let the meat cool 
ere we can agree upon the firit place: Sit, fit. The gods 
require our thanks. ES = 


You nee b cnefafturs, {pr inkle our F with thontfulreſs. 
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For your own gifts, make yourſelves praiſed: but reſerve flill 
4 give, leſt your deities be deſpiſed. Lend to each man enough, 
that one need not lend to another: for, were your godbeads to 
borrow of men, men would forſake the gods, Make the meat 
be beloved, more than the man that gives it. Let no aſſembly 
of twenty be without a ſcore of willains : If there fit twelve 

women at the table, let a dozen of them be—as they are.— 
The reſt of your fees, O gods, — the ſenators of Athens, together 

with the common lag of people, —what is amiſs in them, you 
gods, make ſuitable for deſtruction. For theſe my preſent 

' friends,—as they are to me nothing, ſo in nothing bleſs them, 
and to nothing they are welcome, 


il 
. 
1 


Uncover, dogs, and lap. . 
5 [De diſhes uncovered are full of warm water, 
Some ſpeak. What does his lordſhip mean ? 
Some other. I know not. . | 
Tim. May you a better feaſt never behold, 
You knot of mouth-friends! ſmoke, and luke-warm 
water x #2 | 
Is your perfection. This is Timon's laſt ; 
Who ſtuck and ſpangled you with flatteries, 
Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces | 
| [ Throwing water in their faces, 
Your reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long, 
Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted paraſites, 
Courteous deſtroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies, 
Cap and knee ſlaves, vapours, and minute-jacks ! 
Of man, and beaſt, the infinite malady 
Cruſt you quite o'er !— What, doſt thou go? 
Soft, take thy phyſick firſt, —thou too,—and thou ;— 
[ Throws the diſbes at them, and drives them out, 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none,— | | 


E What, 
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What, all in motion? Henceforth be no feaſt, 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueſt. _ 

Burn, houſe; ſink, Athens! henceforth hated be 

Of Timon, man, and all humanity! - [Exit, 


Re-enter the Lords, avith other Lords and Senators. 


1 Lord. How now, my lords? 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon' s fury? 

3 Lord. Piſh ! did you ſee my cap? 

4 Lord. I have loſt my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour 
ſways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, and now 
he has beat it out of my hat :—Did you ſee my jewel? 

4 Lord. Did you ſee my cap ? 

2 Lord. Here tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let's make no ſtay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timon's mad. 


3 Lord. I feel't upon my bones. | 
4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day ſtones. 
| [Exeunt, 


ACT 


Act iv. TiIMON OP ATHENS. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Dm 


Without the Walls of Athens, 


Enter TIMON, 


Jim. Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdleſt in thoſe wolves | Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children! ſlaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads! to general filths 
Convert o'the inſtant, green virginity ! 

Do't in your parents eyes! bankrupts, hold faſt ; 

Rather than render back, out with your knives, | 

And cut your truſters* throats ! bound ſervants, ſteal ! 

Large- handed robbers your grave maſters are, 

And pill by law! maid, to thy maſter's bed; 

Thy miſtreſs is 0'the brothel ! ſon of ſixteen, 

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 

With it beat out his brains! piety, and fear, 

Religion to the gods, peace, juſtice, truth, 

Domeſtick awe, night-reſt, and neighbourhood, 

Inſtruction, manners, myſteries, and trades, 

Degrees, obſervances, cuſtoms, and laws, 

Decline to your confounding contraries, | 

And yet confuſion live !—Plagues, incident to men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for ſtroke! thou cold ſciatica, 

Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 

As lamely as their manners! luſt and liberty 
„ fas Creep 
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Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth 

That *gainſt the ftream of virtue they may ſtrive, 

And drown themſelves in riot! itches, blains, 

Sow all the Athenian boſoms ; and their crop 

Be general leproſy ! breath infect breath; 

That their ſociety, as their friendſhip, may 

Be merely poiſon ! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 

But nakedneſs, thou déteſtable town! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns! 

Timon will to the woods ; where he ſhall find 

The unkindeſt beaſt more kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 

The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 

To the whole race of mankind, higb, and low! | 
Amen. [Exi;. 


' SCENE II. 
Athens. A Room in Timon's Houſe. 


Ent? „ FLavivs, with two or three Servants. 


1 Serv. Hear you, maſter ſteward, where's our maſter ? 
Are we undone ? caſt off? nothing remaining ? 

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what ſhould I ſay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

Ser. Such a houſe broke ! | 
So noble a maſter fallen! All gone! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ! 

2 Serv. 5 As we do turn our backs 
From our companion , thrown into his x grave; 
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So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away ; leave their falſe vows with him, 


Like empty purſes pick'd : and his poor ſelf, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, 


With his diſeaſe of all-ſhunn'd poverty, | 
Walks, like contempt, alone.—More of our fellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd houſe. 

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery, 
That ſee I by our faces; we are fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our bark; 
And we, poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the ſurges threat: we muſt all part 
Into this ſea of air. : „ 

Flaw. Good fellows all, 
The lateſt of my wealth I'll ſhare amongſt you. 
Wherever we ſhall meet, for Timon's fake, 
Let's yet be fellows ; let's ſhake our heads, and ſay, 
As 'twere a knell unto our maſter's fortunes, | 
We have ſeen better days. Let each take ſome ; 

| [Giving them money. 

Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more: 
Thus part we rich 2 in ſorrow, parting poor. 


[ Excunt Servants, 


0. the fierce wretchedneſs that glory brings us ! 
Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to miſery and contempt ? 

Who be ſo mock'd with glory? or to live 

But in a dream of friendthip ? : 
To have his pomp, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But only painted, like his varniſh'd friends ? | 
Poor honeſt lord, brought low by his own heart; 
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Undone by goodneſs! Strange, unuſual blood, 
When man's worſt fin is, he does too much good! 
Who then dares to be half fo kind again? 
For bounty, that makes gods, does ſtill mar men. 
My deareſt lord,—bleſs'd, to be moſt accurs'd, 
Rich, only to be wretched ;—thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful ſeat _ 
Ot monſtrous friends: nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. 
I'II follow, and inquire him out: 
I'll ever ſerve his mind with my beſt will; 

Whilſt I have gold, I'Il be his ſteward ſtill, Toit 


' SCENE III. 
The Woods. 


Enter Ti oN. 


Ti im. O bleſſed breeding ſun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy ſiſter's orb 
' Infe& the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,— 
Whoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant,—touch them with ſeveral fortunes ; 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer : Not nature, 
To whom all ſores lay ſiege, can bear great bertune, 
But by contempt of nature. | 
Raiſe me this beggar, and denude that lord; 
The ſenator ſhall bear contempt hereditary, | 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the paſture lards the brother's ſides, 
The want that makes him lean, Who dares, who datos, 
In purity of manhood ſtand upright, . . 

„ And 
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And ſay, This man's a flatterer ? if one be, 

So are they all; for every grize of fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that below: the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool: All is oblique ; 

There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 

But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 

All feaſts, ſocieties, and throngs of men ! 

His ſemblable, yea, himſelf, Timon diſdains : 
Deſtruction fang mankind !—Earth, yield me roots! 


[ Digging. 


Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſauce his palate 

With thy moſt operant poiſon ! What is here? 

_ Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, gods, 

I am no idle votariſt. Roots, you clear heavens ! | 

Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, fair; 

Wrong, right ; baſe, noble ; old, young; comin, . 

Ha, you gods! why this? What this, you gods? Why this 

Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your ſides ; 

Pluck ſtout men's pillows from below their heads : 

This yellow ſlave 

Will knit and break religions; bleſs the accurs'd ; 

Make the hoar leproſy ador'd; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With ſenators on the bench: this is it, 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again 

She, whom the ſpital-houſe, and alcorous {ores 

Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 

To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 

Thou common whore of mankind, that put'ſt odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right nature. —[ March afar off.) Ha! a drum — 
Thou'rt quick, _ 

But yet I'll bury thee : Thou' It go, ſtrong thief, 
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When gouty keepers of thee cannot ſtand :— 
Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt. [ Keeping ſome gold, 


Enter Arte ADES, with drum and fife, in tbr lle manner ; 
PHRYNI1A, ane TYMANDRA. 


Alcib, What art thou there ? 
Speak. 
© Tims A beaſt, as thou art. The canker gnaw * heart, 
For ſhowing me again the eyes of man! 
Alcib. What is thy name; Is 1 man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man ? 
Tim. T am miſanthropos, and hate Fk ind 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee ſomething. FTIR | 
Alcib. N | I know thee well; 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and ftrange. 
Tim, I know thee too; and more, than that I know thee; 
I not defire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; | | 
Then what thould war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, 
For all her cherubin look. 
Phry. PD es Thy lips rot off! 
Tim, I will not kiſs thee ; then the rot returns 
'To thine own lips again. 
Alcib. How came the noble Timon to this change! 2 
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon 
There were no ſuns to borrow of, 
Alcib. Noble Timon, 
What friendſhip may I do thee ? 
| . Tim. 
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Tim. None, but to 
Maintain my opinion. Ws 
Alcib, What is it, Timon ? 


Tim. Promiſe me friendſhip, but perform none : If 
Thou.wilt not promiſe, the gods plague thee, for | 
Thou art a man] if thou doſt perform, confound thee, 
For thou'rt a man! | 
Alcib. J have heard in ſome ſort of thy miſeries. 
Jim. Thou ſaw'ſt them, when I had proſperity. 
Alcib. I ſee them now; ; then was a bleſſed time. 
Jim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
Tyman. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd ſo regardfully ? 
. Art thou Tymandra? ? 
Tyman, Yes. | 
Tim. Be a whore ſtill! os love thee not, that uſe thee ; ; 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt, 
Make uſe of thy ſalt hours: ſeaſon the ſlaves 
For tubs, and baths; bring down roſe-cheeked youth 
To the tub-fafſt, and the diet. | | 
Tyman. _ Hang thee, monſter ! 
Alcib. Pardon him, ſweet Tymandra; for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his calamities.— 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev d, 
How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour Cuts; 
But for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them, — 
Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doſt thou pity him, whom thou dof trouble ? 
I had rather be alone, 


Alcth, 
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Alc ib. Why, fare thee well : 
Here's ſome gold for thee. 
Tim. | _ Keep't, I cannot eat it. 


Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap,—— 

Tim. Warr'ſt thou *gainſt Athens? 

Alcib. | Ay, Timon, and have cauſe, 

Tim, The gods confound them all i“ thy conguent 3 and 
Thee after, when thou haſt conquer d! 

Alcib. | Why me, Timon ? 
Tim. That, | Py | 
By killing villains, thou waſt born to — 

My country, 

Put up thy gold; Go 3 8 * dt on 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 

Will o'er ſome high-vic'd city hang his poiſon. 

In the ſick air: Let not thy ſword ſkip one: 

Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, | 
He's an uſurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 3 
It is her habit only that is honeſt, 

Herſelf's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 

Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milk-paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 

Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauſt their mercy z 
Think it a baſtard, whom the oracle 

Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe : Swear againſt objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor light of prieſts in holy veſtments bleeding, _ 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers : 
Nlake large confuſion ; and, thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thyſelf? Speak not, be gone. 


| Alciù. 
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Alcib, Haſt thou gold yet? I'll take the gee.” thou 


giv'ſt me, 
Not all thy counſel. 


Tim. Doſt thou, or doſt thou not, heav n's curſe upon 


thee! 


Phr. and Jm. Give us ſome gold, 3 Timon: Haſt 


thou more ? 5 
Tim. Enough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you ſluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable,— 


N Although, I know, you'll ſwear, terribly ſwear, 


Into ſtrong ſnudders, and to heavenly agues, 
Thke immortal gods that hear you, —ſpare your oaths, 
I'll truſt to your conditions; Be whores ſtill; 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ſtrong in whore, allure him, burn him up; 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 
And be no turncoats: Vet may your pains, ſix months, 
Be quite contrary: And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead; ſome that were hang'd, 
No matter: — wear them, betray with them: whore ſtill; 
Paint till a horſe may mire upon your face: 
A pox of wrinkles! . 
Phr. and m. Well, more gold; ;—What then — 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 
Jim. Conſumptions ſow 
In hollow bones of man; ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, 
And mar men's ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more falſe title plead, 
Nor ſound his quillets thrilly : hoar the flamen, 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 
And not believes himſelf : down with the noſe, 
| Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee, 
9 _ Smells 


z ðêè̊ã c ßüñĩÄłñßvæßßKß1— ĩ ͤ - — 2 — 
* 


. — ne " 


—_— —_ 


; 
7 
| 
| 


09 | TIMON OF ATHENS, | Act 1v. 


Smells from the general weal : make curl' d-pate ruffians 
bald; : 


And let the unſearr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you : Plague all ; 


That your activity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all erection. There's more gold: — 


Do you damn others, and let this damn you, | 
And ditches grave you all! 
_ Phy. and Tym. More counſel, with more e money, boun- 
teous Timon. 
Tim, More e more miſchief firſt; J have given 
you earneſt. | 
Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens, Farewell, 
Timon; 
If I thrive well, I'Il viſit thee again. 
Tim, If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 
Alcib. I never did thee harm. 
Tim, Yes, thou n well of me. | 
Alcib, Calbſt thou that harm ? 
Tim. Men daily find it ſuch. Get thee away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 


Alcib. | We but offend him.— 
Strike. 
[Drum beats, Exeunt Arenas, PHRYNIA, and 
T'YMANDRA., | 


Tim. That nature, being ſick of man's unkindneſs, 
Should yet be hungry !—Common mother, thou, [Digging 
Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt, 

Teems, and feeds all; whoſe ſelf- ſame mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below criſp heaven 


Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth ſhine ; 


9 Yield 
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Yield him, who all thy human ſons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root! 
Enſear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears 
Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manſion all above | 
Never preſented -O, a root !—Dear thanks? 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquoriſh draughts, 
And morſels unctuous, greaſes his pure mind, 
That from it all conſideration flips! 


Enter APEMANTUS. 


More man? Plague! plague! 
Apem. I was directed hither : Men report, 
Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe them. 
Tim. *Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate: Conſumption catch thee ! 
Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected; 
A poor unmanly melancholy, ſprung 
From change of fortune. Why this ſpade ? this place ? 
This ſlave-like habit? and theſe looks of care? 
Thy flatterers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 
Hug their diſeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper, 
Be thou a flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thow lt obſerve, 
Blow off thy cap; praiſe his molt vicious ſtrain, 
And call it excellent: Thou waſt told thus; 
Thou gav'ſt thine ears, like tapſters, that bid welcome, 
To 
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To knaves, and all approachers: Tis moſt juſt, 
That thou turn raſcal; had'ſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhould hav't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 

Tim. Were like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. 

Apem. Thou haſt caſt away thyſelf, being like thyſelf ; 
A madman fo long, now a fool: What, think'ſt 
That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy ſhirt on warm? Will theſe moſs'd trees, 
That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 


And ſkip when thou point'ſt out? will the cold brook, 


Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taſte, 


Io cure thy o'er-night's ſurfeit ? call the creatures. 


Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpite 


Of wreakful heaven ; whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 


To the conflicting elements expos'd, 
Anſwer mere nature,—bid them flatter thee ; 
O! thou ſhalt find 
Tim, | A fool of thee : 8 
Apem. I love thee better now than e' er I did. 
Tim. I hate thee worſe. 
Apem. „ 
Tim. | Thou fatter | miſery, 
Apem. 1 flatter not ; but ſay, thou art a caitiff, 
Tim, Why doſt thou ſeek me out ? | 
Apem. To vex thee. 
Tim, Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in't? | 
Apem. 1 „ 
Tim. | What! a knave too? 
4pem. If thou didſt put this ſour-cold habit on 
To caſtigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou 


Doſt it enforcedly; thou'dſt courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing miſery 


Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before: 


The 
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The one is filling ſtill, never complete; 

The other, at high wiſh : Beſt ſtate, contentleſs, 
Hath a diſtracted and moſt wretched being, 
Worſe than the worſt, content. 

Thou ſhould'ſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 

Jim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a ſlave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never claſp'd ; but bred a dog. 

Hadſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath, proceeded 
The ſweet degrees that this brief world affords 

To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou would'ſt have plung'd thyſelf 
In general riot; melted down thy youth _ 

In different beds of luſt ; and never learn'd 

The icy precepts of refoeRt, but follow'd 

The ſugar'd game before thee. But myſelf, 

Who had the world as my confectionary; | 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment; ; 
That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 

Do on the oak, have with one winter's bruſh 

Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 

For every ſtorm that blows ;—1, to bear this, 

That never knew but better, is ſome burden: 

Thy nature did commence in ſufferance, time 


Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhould'ſ thou hate men? 


They never flatter'd thee : What haſt thou given? 
If thou wilt curſe, thy father, that poor rag, 
M.uſt be thy ſubject ; who in ſpite, put ſtuff 

To ſome ſhe beggar, and compounded thee 

Poor rogue hereditary, Hence! be gone !— 

If thou hadft not been born the worſt of men, 
Thou hadit been a knave, and flatterer. 


Apem. | : At thou proud yet? 
Tim. 
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Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 


6 N I, that I was 
No prodigal. 
Tim, I, that I am one now : 


Were all the wealth I have, ſhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— 
That the whole life of Athens were in this! 
bus would I eat it. | | [ Eating à root. 
Apem. Here; I will mend thy feaſt. 
| [ Offering him ſomething, 
Tim. Firſt mend my company, take away thyſelf. | 
Apem. So I ſhall mend mine own, by the lack of thine. 
Tim. Tis not well mended ſo, it is s but botch'd; 
If not, I would it were. | 
Apem. What vould'ſt thou have to Athens. 
Tak, Thee thither in a whirlwind, If thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, ſo I have, 
Apem. Here is no ule for gold. 
3 8 The beſt and trueſt: 
For here it ſleeps, and does no hired harm. 
Apem. Where 1 I o'nights, Timon ? 
Tam... Under that's above me, 
Where feed'ſt thou o'days, Apemantus ? ? 
Apem. Where my ſtomach finds meat; or rather, where 
I eat it. 
Tim. Would poiſon were obedient, and knew my 
mind ! 
Aßem. Where would'ſt thou ſend it? 
Tim, To ſauce thy diſhes. 
Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweſt, 
but the extremity of both ends: When thou waſt in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too much 
curioſity; in thy rags thou knoweſt none, but art deſpiſed 
for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it. 
Tim, 
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Jim. On what I hate, I feed not. 

Hþem. Doſt hate a medlar ? 

im. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadit hated medlars ſooner, thou 
mould'ſt have loved thyſelf better now. What man didft 
thou ever know Os that was beloved after his 
means? | 

Tim, Who, without thoſe means thou talk'ſt of, di dit 
thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem. Myſelf. 

Tim. I underſtand thee 3 thou hadſt ſome means to 
keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canſt thou neareſt 
compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neareſt ; but men, men are the 8 
themſelves. What would) ſt thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power? 

Apem. Give it the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim, Would'ſt thou have thyſelf fall in the confuſion 
of men, and remain a beaſt with the beaſts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. | 
Jim. A beaſtly ambition, which the gods grant thee to 
attain to! If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile 
thee; if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee : if 
thou wert the fox, the lion would ſuſpect thee, when, per- 
adventure, thou wert accus'd by the aſs: if thou wert 
the aſs, thy dulneſs would torment thee; and ft} thou 
livedſt but as a breakfaſt to the wolf : if thou wert the 
wolf, thy greedineſs would afflict thee, and oft thou 
ſhouldſt hazard thy life for thy dinner: wert thou the 
unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and 


make thine own ſelf the conqueſt of thy fury: wert thou 


a bear, thou would'ſt be kill'd by the horſe; wert thou a 
Horſe, thou would'ſt be ſeiz'd by the leopard ; wert thou 
F a leopard, 
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a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, and the ſpots of 
thy kindred were jurors on thy life; all thy ſafety were 
remotion ; and thy defence, abſence. What beaſt could'ſt 
thou be, that were not ſubject to a beaſt? and what a 
beaſt art thou e that mon not thy loſs in transfor- 
mation: 4 

Apem. If thou could'ſt pleaſe me with ſpeaking to. me, 
thou might'ſ have hit upon it here: The commonwealth 


of Athens is become a foreſt of beaſts. 


Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art out 
of the city ? 5 

Apem. Y onder comes a poet, and a painter : The plague 
of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch it, and 
give way: When I know not what elſe to do, I'Il ſee thee 
again. 

Tim, When there 18 os living but thee, thou ſhalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape- 
mantus. | 

Apem. Thou art the cap all the fools alive. 

Jim. Would thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon. 
Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curſe. 
Tim. All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure. 

Aßpem. There is no leproſy, but what thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Tim. If I name thee.— 

I'll beat thee, but I ſhould infet my hands. 

Apem. T would, my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog! 

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive; 

I ſwoon to ſee the. 

Apem. Mould thou would'ſt burſt ! 

Tim. | 


Thou tedious rogue ! 1 am ſorry, 1 ſhall loſe 


A ſtone by thee. | [Throws a flone at him. 
| Hfem, HBeaſt! 


Away, 


Tim. 
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Jim. | Slave 
Apem. | Toa! 
Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue! 


[APEMANTUS retreats backward, as going. 
I am ſick of this falſe world; and will love nought 
But even the mere necellitios ea. 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 
Thy grave-ſtone daily: make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others” lives may laugh. 
0 thou ſweet king. killer, and dear divorce 
[ Looking on the gold. 
Twixt natural fon and fire! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow 
That lies on Dian's lap! thou viſible god, 
That ſolder'ſt cloſe impoſſibilities, 
And mak'{ them kiſs ! that ſpeak'ſt with every tongue, 
To every purpoſe | O thou touch of hearts! 
Think, thy flave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 
May have the world in empire! 
.. Would 'twere fo ;— 
But not till T am dead In ſay thou haſt gold: 
Thou wilt be throng'd to ſhortly. 


Tim. Throng'd to? 

Apem. | Ay. 
Tim, Thy back, I pr 'ythee. | 
Aßpem. Live, and love thy miſery! 


Tim. Long live ſo, and ſo die I am quit.— 


[Exit ApEMANTUs. 
More things like men? — Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 
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Enter Thieves. 


1 Thief. Where ſhould he have this gold? It is ſome 
poor fragment, ſome ſlender ort of his remainder : The 
mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends, 


_ drove him into this melancholy. 


2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of treaſure. 
3 Thief. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he care not 
for't, he will ſupply us eaſily; If he covetouſly reſerve *y 
how ſhall's get it? | 
2 Thief, True; for he bears it not about him, *tis hid. 
1 Theef. Is not this he? 
Thieves. Where ? 
2 Thief. Tis his deſcription. 
3 Thief. He; I know him. 
Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 
Tim, Now, thieves ? 
Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim. Both too; and women's fons. 
Thieves, We are not thieves, but men that much do 
want, 9 1 
Tim. Your greateſt want is, you want much of meat. 
Why ſhould you want? Behold, the earth hath roots; ; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred ſprings : 
The oaks bear maſt, the briars ſcarlet hips ; 
The bounteous houſewife, nature, on each buth 
Lays her full meſs before you. Want? why want? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, water, 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. 

Tim, Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds, and fiſhes ; ; 
You muſt eat men. Yet thanks I muſt you con, 
That you are thieves profeſs'd ; that you work not 
In holier ſhapes : for there is boundleſs theft 


In 
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In limited profeſſions. Raſcal thieves, | 
Here's gold: Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood of the grape, 
Till the high fever ſeeth your blood to froth, _ 
And fo *fcape hanging: truſt not the phyſician ; 
His antidotes are poiſon, and he flays | 
More than you rob: take wealth and lives together; 
Do villainy, do, ſince you profeſs to do't, 
Like workmen, I'll example you with thievery : 
'The ſun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaſt fea: the moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the ſun : 
The ſea's a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 
The moon into ſalt tears: the earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief ;_ 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
| Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourſelves ; away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold: Cut throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves: To Athens, go, 
Break open ſhops; nothing can you ſteal, 
But thieves do loſe it: Steal not leſs, for this 
I give you; and gold confound you howſoever! 
Amen. [T1MON retires to his cave. 


3 Thief. He has amol charm d me from my profeſſion, 


by perſuading me to it. 


x Thief. Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
adviſes us; not to have us thrive in our myſtery. 


2 Thief. I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over my 
trade. 


1 Thief. Let us firſt ſee peace in Athens: There is no 
time ſo miſerable, but a man may be true. 


[ Exeunt Thieves. 
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Enter FLAVIUS. © 


Flav. O you gods! 

Is yon deſpis' d and ruinous man my lord 1 ? 
Full of decay and failing? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly beſtow'd ! 
What an alteration of honour bas | 
Deſperate want made! 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends 

How rarely does it meet with this time's guiſe, 
When man was wiſh'd to love his enemies: 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo _ 
Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that do! 
He has caught me in his eye: I will preſent 
My honeſt grief unto him; and, as my lord, 
Still ſerve him with my life. My deareſt maſter ! 


Tilo x comes forward from bis cave. 


Tim. Away ! what art thou ? | 

Flaw, Have you forgot me, fir? 

Tim. Why doſt aſk that? I have forgot all men; 
Then, if thou grant'ſt thou'rt man, I have forgot thee. 

Flaw. An honeſt poor ſervant of yours. 

Tim. - | | Then 
I know thee not: Ir ne'er had honeſt man 
About me, I; all that I kept were knaves, 

To ſerve in meat to villains. _ 

Flaw. o The gods are witneſs 
Ne'er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 


Tim. 
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Tim, What, doſt thou weep ?—Come nearer then I 
FO love thee, 
| Becauſe thou art a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankind ; whoſe eyes do never give, 
But thorough luſt, and laughter. Pity's ſleeping : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping ! 
Flay. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and, whilſt this poor wealth laſts, 
To entertain me as your ſteward ſtill. 
Tim, Had I a ſteward fo true, ſo juſt, and now 
So comfortable? It almoſt turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy face.—Surely, this man was born of woman, 
Forgive my general and exceptleſs raſhneſs, 
Perpetual-ſober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honeſt man,—miſtake me not, —but one; 
No more, I pray,—and he is a teward.— 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem ſt thyſelf: But . ſave that, | 
I fell with curſes. 
Methinks, thou art more honeſt now, than wiſe ; 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice ; 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 
Upon their firſt lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muſt ever doubt, though ne'er ſo ſure,) 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 
If not a uſuring kindneſs ; and as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 
Flav. No, my moſt worthy maſter, in whoſe breaſt 
Doubt and ſuſpect, alas, are plac'd too late: 
You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did feaſt ; 
HE full comes where an eſtate is leaſt, 


1 That 
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That which I ſhow, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 
Care of your food and living: and, believe it, 


My moſt honour'd lord, 


For any benefit that points to me, 


Either in hope, or preſent, I'd exchange 


For this one wiſh, That you had power and wealth 


To requite me, by making rich yourſelf. 


Tim. Look thee, tis ſo !—Thou ſingly honeſt man, 


Here, take : the gods out of my miſery 


Have ſent thee treaſure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition'd ; Thou ſhalt build from men; 


Hate all, curſe all: ſhow charity to none; 
Rut let the famiſh'd fleſh ſlide from the bone, 


Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'f to men; let priſons ſwallow them, 


Debts wither them : Be men like blaſted woods, 
And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bloods ! 


And ſo, farewell, and thrive. | 
Flay. O, let me tay, 


And comfort you, my maſter. 
Tim. If thou hat'ft 


Curſes, flow s not; fly, whilſt thou'rt bleſs'd and free: 


Ne'er ſce thou man, and let me ne'er ſee thee, 


[Exeunt ſeveralh. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Ti he fame. Before Timon's Cave. 


Enter Poet and Painter; ; TiMON behind, fbr. | 


Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be for 
where he abides. 


Poet. What's to be thought of him? Does the rumour 


hold for true, that he is ſo full of gold? 


Pain, Certain : Alcibiades reports it : Phrynia and Ty- 
mandra had gold of him: he likewiſe enrich'd poor ſtrag- 


gling ſoldiers with great quantity : Ti ſaid, he gave unto 
his ſteward a mighty ſum. | 

Poet. Then this e of bis Nen been but a try for 
his friends. 

Pain. Nothing elſe: you ſhall ſee bw A aki in Athens 
again, and flouriſh with the higheſt. Therefore it is not 
amiſs, we tender our loves to him, in this ſuppoſed diſ- 
treſs of his: it will ſhow honeſtly in us; and is very like. 


ly to load our purpoſes with what they travel for, if it be 


a juſt and true report that goes of his having. 
Poet. What have you now to preſent unto him? 


Pain. Nothing at this time but my viſitation: only I 


will promiſe him an excellent piece. 


Poet. IJ muſt ſerve him ſo too; tell him of an intent 


that's coming toward him, 


Pain. Good as the beſt, e is the very air o * 
the time: it opens the eyes of expectation : perform 
ance is ever the duller for his act; and, but in the plainer 


and ſimpler kind of people, the deed of ſaying is quite 
out of uſe. To promiſe 1 1s moſt courtly and faſhion- 
| able: ; 
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able: performance is a kind of will, or teſtament, which 
argues a great ſickneſs in his judgement that makes it. 
Tim. Excellent workman! Thou canſt not paint a man 
ſo bad as is thyſelf. 

Poet, T am thinking, what I ſhall ay I have provid- 
ed for him: It muſt be a perſonating of himſelf: a ſa- 
tire againſt the ſoftneſs of proſperity; with a diſcovery of 
the infinite flatteries, that follow youth and opulency. 
Tim. Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine own 
work? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do ſo, I have gold for thee, 

Poet. Nay, let's ſeek him: 

Then do we lin againſt our own eſtate, | 
When we may profit meet, and come too late, 

Pain. True; 

When the day ſerves, before black · corner d night, 
Find what thou want'ſt by free and offer d light. 
Come. 

Tim. T'll meet you at the turn. What a god's gold, 

That he is worſhipp'd in a baſer temple, 

Than where ſwine feed! 

*Tis thou that rigg'ſt the bark, and plough'ſ the foam ; 
Settleſt admired reverence in a ſlave: 

To thee be worſhip! and thy ſaints for aye 

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 


Fit J do meet them. En, "Loma: 
Poet. Hail, worthy Timon! | 
Pain, Our late noble makler, 


Tim. Have I once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men ? 
"Peet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty taſted, 


Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 
Whoſe thankleſs natures—O abhorred ſpirits ! 


Not all the whips of heaven are large enough 
What! 
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What! to you! 
Whoſe ſtar-like nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their whole being! I'm rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any ſize of words. 
Tum. Let it go naked, men may ſee't the better: 
You, that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen, and known. 
Pain. He, and myſelf, 
Have travell'd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. 
Tim, | As, you are honeſt men, 
Pain, We are hither come to offer you our ſervice. 
Tim. Moſt honeſt men! Why, how ſhall I requite vou; ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 
Both, What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſervice; ' 
Tim. You are honeſt men: You have heard that I have 
gold; 
J am ſure, you have : ſpeak truth : you are honeſt men. 
Pain. So it is ſaid, my noble lord: but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor 1. 
| Tim. Good honeſt men: Thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 
Beſt in all Athens: thou art, indeed, the beſt; 
Thou counterfeit'ſt moſt lively. 
Pain. | So, ſo, my lord. 
Tim, Even ſo, fir, as I tay: ;—And, for thy fiction, 


[To the Poet, 


Why, thy verſe ſwells with ſtuff ſo fine and ſmooth, | 
'That thou art even natural in thine art.— 

But, for all this, my honeſt- natur'd friends, 

I muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault: 

Marry, *tis not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh Wy 


You take much pains to mend, | 


. 
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Both, | Beſeech your honour, 


To make it known to us. 


Tim, ____ You'll take it ill. 

Both, Moſt thankfully, my lord. | 

8 Will you, indeed! * 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim, There's ne'er a one of you but truſts A Knave, 


That mightily deceives you. 


Both, | Do we, my lord? : 
Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, ſee him diſſemble, 
Know lis groſs patchery, love him, feed him, 


Keep in your boſom: yet remain aſſur'd, 


That he's a made-up villain. 

Pain, I know none ſuch, my lord. 

Poet. | | Nor T. 

Tim, Look you, I love you well; I'll give you gold, 
Rid me theſe villains from your companies: 


Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a draught, 


Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
I'll give you gold enough. 
Both, Name them, my lord, let's know them. 

Tim. You that way, and you this, but two in com- 
"6250 ONE 
Fach man apart, all fi ingle and alone, 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If, where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, 
| | [ To the Painter. 
Come not near r him. —If thou would'ſt not reſide 

[To the Poet, 

But where one villain i is, then him abandon.— 


Hence! pack! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye flaves x : 


You have done work for me, there's payment : Hence! 
You are an alchymiſt, make gold of that ;— | 


Out, raſcal dogs! LH beating and driving them out, 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
The ſame. 
Enter Flavius, and two Senators. 


Flav. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Timon; 
For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, | 
That nothing, but himſelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 
x Sen. Bring us to his cave: 
It is our part, and promiſe to the Athenians, 
To ſpeak with Timon. 

2 Ser. | At all times alike 
Men are not ſtill the ſame: Twas time, and griefs, 
That fram'd him thus: time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him: Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. | 

Flay. | Here i 1s his CAVE, 
Peace and content be here! Lord Timon! Timon! 
Look out, and ſpeak to friends: The Athenians, 
By two of their moſt reverend ſenate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 


Enter TIMON, 


Ti im. Thou ſun, that comfort ſt, burn n !—Speak, and be 
hang'd : 

For each true word, a bliſter! and each falſe | 

3 | Bc 
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Be as a caut'rizing to the root o the tongue, 


Conſuming it with ſpeaking! 

1 Sen. 5 Worthy Timon, — 

Tim. Of none but ſuch as you, and you of Timon. 
2 Sen. The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 


Tim. I thank them; and would ſend them back the 
plague, 


Could I but catch it for thei: 


1 Sen, O, forget 
What we are ſorry for ourſelves in thee. 
'The ſenators, with one conſent of love, 
Entreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On ſpecial dignities, which vacant lie 


For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 


2 Sen. es They confeſs, 
Toward thee, forgetfulneſs too general, groſs : 


Which now the publick body,—which doth ſeldom 


Play the recanter,—feeling in itſelf 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath ſenſe withal 
Of its own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon 
And ſend forth us, to make their ſorrowed render, 
Together with a recompenſe more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram 
Ay, even ſuch heaps and ſums of love and wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim, You witch me in it; 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears: 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 


And Tl beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators. 


1 Sen. Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 


The 
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| _ | 
The captainſhip, thou ſha!t be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with abſolute owe; and thy good name 
Live with avthority :—ſo ſoon we ſhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild; | 
Who, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up 

His country's peace. | 


„„ And ſhakes his threat'ning ſword 
Againſt the walls of Athens. „ | 
1 Sens | Therefore, Timon,— 


Tim. Well, fir, I will; therefore I will, vir; Thus,. — 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That—Timon cares not. But if he ſack fair 9 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
_ Giving our holy virgins to the tain 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd war; 
Then let him know, —and, tell him, Timon ſpeaks it, 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot chooſe but tell him, that I care not, 
And let him tak't at worſt ; for their knives care not, 
While you have throats to anſwer : for myſelf, 
There's not a whittle in the unruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'ſt throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the proſperous gods, 
As thieves to keepers. 
Flad. Stay not, all's in vain. 
Jim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
It will be ſeen to-morrow ; My long ſickneſs 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 
And laſt fo long enough! 
1 Sen, 5 We ſpeak in vain. 
1 | Jin. 
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| N Tim. But yet I love my country; and am not 

. | One that rejoices in the common wreck, 


As common bruit doth put it. 


| | 1 x Sen. That's well ſpoke. 
| Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen,— 
[ | x Sen. Theſe words become your lips as they paſs 


| through them. 
| 2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triamphers 
| Tn their applauding gates. 
| Tim. Commend me to them; 
| And tell them, that, to eaſe them of their griefs, 
| | Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, loſſes, 
| Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
| That nature's fragile veſſel doth ſuſtain 
| In life's uncertain voyage, I will ſome kindneſs do them : 

I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades* wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 
Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my cloſe, 

That mine own uſe invites me to cut down, 

And ſhortly muſt I fell it ; Tell my friends, 

Tell Athens, in the ſequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoſo pleaſe 1 — 

To ſtop affliction, let him take his haſte, | 
B: Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 

$ | And hang himſelf :—I pray you, do my greeting. | 
| = Fla, Trouble him no further, thus you Kill ſhall find | 

him. 
Tim. Come not to me again: but ſay to Athens. 
1 Timon hath made his everlaſting manſion 
= Upon the beached verge of the ſalt flood; 
| | Which once a day with his emboſſed froth 

The turbulent ſurge ſhall cover; thither come, 
| And let my grave-ſtone be your oracle.— 
Y Lips, let ſour words go by, and language end: 


What 


— — 
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What is amiſs, plague and infection mend! 
Graves only be men's works; and death their Zain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign. 


| [Exit TIMON. 
1 Sen, His diſcontents are unremoveably 


Coupled to nature. | 
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead: let us return, 

And ſtrain what other means is left unto us 

In cur dear peril. | 
+ Sen, It requires ſwift fook; „ 


SCENE III. 
The Walls of Athens. 


Enter two Senators, and a Melſenger. 


1 Sex. Thou haſt painfully diſcover'd; are his files 
As full as thy report ? 

. I have ſpoke the leaſt: 
Beſides his expedition promiſes 
Preſent approach. 

2 Sex. We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Ti- 
mon. | 

Meg. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ;— 
Whom, though 1n general part we were oppos d, 
Vet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us ſpeak like friends: —this man was s Hding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, | 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowſhip r the cauſe againſt your city, 
In part for his ſake mov'd. 
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Enter Senators from TIM ON. 


Ln. Here come our brothers. 
2 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect.— 


The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful ſcouring 
Doth choke the air with duſt: In, and prepare; 


Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the ſnare. r Exennt. 


SCENE IV. 
The Woods, Timon's Cave, and a tomb-ſlone ſeen. 
Enter a Soldier, ſeeking TIMON. 


Sol. By all deſcription this ſhould be the place. 
Who's here? ſpeak, ho !—No anſwer ?—What is this? 


Timon is dead, who hath out- ſtretch'd his ſpan : 


Some beaſt rear'd this; there does not hve a man. 
Dead, ſure; and this his grave, — 

What's on this tomb I cannot read; the character 
I'Il take with wax: | 


Our captain hath in every Gowns {kill ; 


An aged interpreter, though young in days: 


Before proud Athens he's ſet down by this, 


Whoſe fall the mark of his ambition is. LExit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE x. 
Before the Walls of Athens. 


Trumpets ſound, Enter ALC1BIADES, and Forces. 


Alcib. Sound to this coward and laſcivious town 
Our terrible approach. | [A parley ſounded, 


Enter Senators on the Walls. 


Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious meaſure, making your wills 
The ſcope of juſtice; till now, myſelf, and ſuch _ 
As flept within the ſhadow of your power, 
Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly : Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer ſtrong, 
_ Cries, of itfelf, No more: now breathleſs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eaſe ; 
And purſy inſolence ſhall break his wind, 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. 1 Noble, and young, 
When thy firſt griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe of fear, 
We ſent to thee; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. | 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love, 
By humble meſſage, and by promis'd means; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of war. 


G 2 1 Sen. 
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1 Sen. Theſe walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they ſuch, 
That theſe great towers, trophies, and ſchools ſhould fall 
For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living, 
Who were the motives that you firſt went out; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in exceſs 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 
Into our city with thy banners ſpread: 

By decimation, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the deſtin'd tenth; 
And by the hazard of the e die, 

Let die the ſpotted. | 

1 Ser; All have not affeaded ; 

For thoſe that were, it 1s not ſquare, to ike; 
On thoſe that are, revenges: crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited, Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thoſe kin, 
Which, in the bluſter of thy wrath, muſt fall 
With thoſe that have offended ; like a ſhepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not all together, 

2 Sen. What thou wilt, 

Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy ſword, 


1 Sn. er but thy foot 
Againſt our rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 
To ſay, thou' It enter friendly. 


2 Sen. Throw thy glove, 
Or any token of thine honour elſe, 


That 
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That thou wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our confuſion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have ſeal'd thy full deſire. 

Alcib, | Then there's my glove; 
Deſcend and open your uncharged ports: 
Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, | 
Whom you yourſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more: and,—to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning,—not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds, 

But ſhall be remedied, to Fog public laws 
At heavieſt anſwer. 
Both. | 'Tis moſt nobly ſpoken. 
Alcib. Deſcend, and keep your words. 


The Senators deſcend, and open the gates. 


Enter a Soldier, 


Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'the ſea : 
And, on his grave-ſtone, this inſculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whoſe ſoft impreſſion 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 


Alcib. [ Reads. ] Here lies a wretched corſe, of wretched 


ſoul bereft : 


Seek not my name: A Plague conſume you wicked caitijfs 


left 1 


Here lie I Timon; who, alive, all li: ving men did hate: 
Paſs by, and curſe thy fill; but paſs, and ſtay not here * 


gait. 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter foirits 


Though thou abhorr'dſt in us our human griefs, 
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scorn'dſt our brain's flow, and thoſe our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit | 
Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon; of whoſe memory = 

Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city, 

And J will uſe the olive with my ſword : i 
Make war breed peace; make peace ſtint war; make each 
Preſcribe to other, as each other's leech. — 5 _ 
Let our drums ftrike, „„ [Exeunt, 
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